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	1. Chapter 1

**What's up guys! Hope you enjoy!**

* * *

><p>I've been dead for a long time. Don't ask me how long, because I honestly can't remember. What I do remember was a time when I was crazy for blood, thirsty from the moment I got done sucking the life out of someone.<p>

But those days are over. They've been over for quite a long time. I've taught myself how to ignore the smell of blood, to look like I'm breathing when in reality I don't need to, and to look absolutely look like a normal teenager.

I was walking the streets one day when people started giving me weird looks. I didn't understand what they were looking at; I looked just like the rest of them! But I overheard on person.

"Shouldn't he be in school?" A woman whispered harshly to the girl next to her.

I didn't want any attention on me, so I walked over to Berk High and registered myself in the school. They handed me my schedule and told me they were happy to have me. I smiled to them and said that I was looking forward to bettering my education. They gushed in pride as I walked out the door. What can I say? I was charming.

I walked back to my house. Yes, I had a house. It was an old abandoned haunted house on the outskirts of Berk. I've been renovating the house myself for half a century now.

I collapsed on the highly comfortable couch and I sighed, not really needing the air but I had to get used to the sounds regular teens used.

You see, I was bitten at the age of sixteen. I watched my parents grow old and die. I had no family left. I also killed a lot of people, but I had no control over that part of my life. Besides, it was the past, and there was nothing I could do about it. But I still felt a little bad about it, after all, lives were lost…

I tried not to think about that.

In human life, I was clumsy and dorky and just a hint nerdy. When I was bitten, none of my physical features actually _changed_. I still had my long auburn hair, my verdant green eyes, freckles still covered my face and my skinny frame, but things changed. My eyes had an almost sinister feel to them, and my skinny frame filled out a little, giving me a bit more muscle than I could have wanted.

As a typical vampire, I had super strength, speed, and amazing senses. I didn't burn or sparkle in the sunlight, and I was just a bit paler than before, my freckles standing out starkly.

I let my eyes close as I thought about what I would encounter the next day at school. I was registered as a Junior. I didn't need sleep, but I kept on thinking that high school would be the worst experience in my long life.

I was walking through the hallways when I saw someone I haven't seen before. Auburn hair, green eyes, dressed in all black with his hands stuffed in his leather jacket pockets. He walked purposefully into the office. I wondered what he was doing here. He was my age, sixteen at most.

Berk High was the bane of my existence. I hated the place. Okay, sure the classes were fine. They were actually a little bit too easy. But it was the people I didn't like. They made fun of me constantly, just because I was super pale and I had naturally white hair.

I couldn't help who I was! Why do they care anyway? They should just mind their own business. But no… beat up the white-haired kid because he's different!

I couldn't care. I didn't let myself. I threw myself into my classes instead, getting the top grades in all of my grade level. The teachers were basically my only friends.

Sixth period came and went, not without being sabotaged with paper balls with mean words scrawled on them (why did I open them every time?). I trudged home, and pulled out my homework. I finished the three-hour homework session in about a half-hour.

I walked to the kitchen and pulled out a gallon of ice cream and a spoon. My uncle North wasn't going to be home for a while. Eating to my heart's content and watching T.V, I quickly got bored. I took a shower and crawled into bed. By then it was about ten o'clock.

I fell asleep thinking, "_Welp, now I got to do the whole thing over again tomorrow_."

I opened my eyes as soon as the light came streaming in through my window. _Time to get up and go to school_, I reminded myself as if I was five years old again. I looked over my clothes: green tee, leather jacket, black pants, and black boots. Yep, ready for school. I dug out a backpack (I don't even remember where I got this thing from) and filled it with pencils and a couple of notebooks (again, I have no idea where they came from). Rearranging my hair so that it fell into my eyes perfectly, I smiled and walked out of the abandoned-looking house.

The walk to the school was charming. All the nature and life… hey, I was a vampire, but I still had a heart… somewhere… I think I kept it in a jar…

I'm kidding. I'm seriously just kidding. Geez…

I walked on campus and it was seriously as if they haven't seen anything like me. Girls were giggling hysterically at me, batting their eyelashes furiously as their cheeks heated up. I rolled my eyes and threw them a dazzling smile. They laughed some more.

The guys were looking me over, probably assessing my worth. "_Will he be a jock or a nerd? Are we going to beat him up or accept him_?" I rolled my eyes again and walked straight into the school building.

"Mr. Haddock!" Someone said proudly. I looked, and it was a lady in a smart-looking suit with a skirt instead of pants. "It's a pleasure to meet you!" She held out her hand and I took it.

"Please, call me Hiccup." I said.

"Alright, Hiccup." She said. "I trust you know where all your classrooms are?" She asked me. Was it me, or was she a bit too excited?

"I'm sure I can figure it out." I said, smiling again and nodding.

"Well, then. Off you go!" She said. And then I was on my way to first period.

My first class turned out to be Calculus. There was no one in there except the teacher. He looked at me, but quickly looked away. Probably scared of my whole tough guy look. I rolled my eyes and settled into a chair.

Like I suspected, school was a bust. It wasn't all that interesting and it was super easy.

I was on the way to fourth period when I smelled something. Now, in a big, outdoor walkway like this, smelling unusual things wouldn't be uncommon. But this was different. It was a good smell; the smell of winter. Snow, ice, peppermint, evergreen trees…

I sniffed again and my eyes locked on a kid that was just passing me. He had white hair, blue eyes and a skiddish demeanor. He was actually kinda hot. He was clutching his book across his chest like it was a life line. I grabbed the kid's wrist quickly and pulled him to me.

"Hey!" He yelled. He was about my height. I was about a millimeter taller, but hey, it counted. "Let go of me!" His voice was deeper than I imagined. His eyes were full of panic. I breathed in deep. That smell was intoxicating.

"What's your name?" I asked patiently, not letting go of his wrist.

"Why do you care?" He shot back trying to wrench his wrist out of my grip. It didn't work, by the way. I pulled closer to me and looked into his eyes.

"Just tell me." I asked, my voice coming out husky. Where did that come from?

"Jack." He said, looking into my eyes with a hard expression. "And I'm going to be late to class because of you." I let go of his wrist.

"We'll talk again later." I said.

"Whatever," Jack grumbled, as he started to walk away.

"We will _definitely_ talk again later." I said with finality.

Where the hell did this guy come from? I saw him yesterday; he was the kid who walked into the office. What did he want with me? I couldn't say that I didn't like the attention… he was hot.

Woah, what? Where did that come from?

I rolled my eyes as I walked to class. I knew I was late, curse Mr. Hotness. I sat down grudgingly and did my work diligently.

Pretty soon it was time to go home. I gathered up all my stuff and was walking through Center Quad when I saw my bullies. They weren't necessarily hard to miss; there was Pitch Black (creative name, I know), who had a gray-ish complexion and hard amber eyes. Then there were the triplets, or as most people call them "The Fearlings." They had black hair and unnatural red eyes. And they were coming right for me.

"Hello, Jack." Pitch said slowly. The Fearlings chuckled sadistically.

"Leave me alone, Pitch." I said, grinding my teeth. No matter how much I said that, he would never listen to me. This has been going on for three years straight. Now that Pitch and his Fearlings were Seniors, they think they rule the school, and everything in it.

"Um… No. I won't leave you alone." Pitch said, pretending to think about it. Suddenly, Pitch was punching my stomach and I was on the floor, gasping for breath. It was a bad idea, because Pitch then proceed to kick my back, just one harsh kick that sent pain throughout my whole body.

The Fearlings were laughing again, and they sounded like whinnying horses. Pitch laughed with them, and they left, leaving me on the floor, breathless and in pain. I lay there for a moment, curled up on the floor, and I let a tear fall from my eye. There was no one around. No one would have helped me. No one cared.

Suddenly, a hand was on my back, between my shoulder blades. I tensed. Physical contact was not my thing. Why are they touching me? The hands manipulated me and I was suddenly sitting upright. Then the hands grabbed my shoulders and pulled me up to my feet. My backpack had fallen off and lay forgotten at my feet. Someone was behind me, their body pressed against my back.

"Are you okay?" Someone whispered in my ear, so close that I could feel their mouth tickle the shell of it. The hands, which were clutching my shoulders harshly, let go of me. I whipped around, only to see the guy who made me late for fourth period.

"I'm fine." I said, harshly. God, he was hot. I looked away and gathered up my backpack.

"Geez, that's all I get for being nice?" He said, flashing me a smile.

"Pretty much." I said, walking away and heading home.

"Tough crowd, then." He said, following me. What is wrong with this guy? Why is he talking to me? Why was he being so… so nice to me? I sighed slightly as I looked at him. He was still smiling, revealing slightly crooked teeth that didn't ruin his appearance at all.

"You… you're the new kid, right?" I asked, stuttering. Why the heck did I stutter?

"Yep." He said. "Name's Hiccup, by the way." I snorted as I held back a laugh.

"Hiccup?" I asked. He looked at me harshly. I quickly sobered up. "That's a cool name." Hiccup just shrugged.

"So…" He said. "Is there a reason why those guys roughed you up, or are they just sadistic like that?" He ran a hand through his long auburn hair. I bit my lip.

"There's sort of a reason…" I said, taking a deep breath. "Freshman year, Pitch asked me out. I declined, so… he's been a dick to me ever since." I never really told anyone that before. My heart was racing.

"That's a dick move." Hiccup said, looking to the sky. "Is he like that every day or what?"

"Practically every day, yeah." I said. God, I hated this conversation. Why was this extremely hot guy walking with me again?

"Looks like I'll have to make sure that pretty face of yours doesn't get messed up, then." Hiccup said, looking at me and smiling. My eyes were as big as U.F.O's and my mouth was hanging open slightly.

"Did you… Did you just hit on me?" I said shocked. Hiccup let out a low chuckle. _Damn_, was it sexy…

"Yeah, I guess I did." He said. "Sorry, was that too far?" His voice was saturated in worry. I shook my head.

"No!" I said. "No… it's just that… no one's really hit on me before, that's all." This was going nowhere good, fast. I felt a blush creep onto my cheeks.

"Well, shame on them then." Hiccup replied softly, and looking at the floor. "What grade are you in?"

"Eleventh. You?" I said. A smile graced his lips again.

"Same." He said, just as we arrived at my house.

"Cool." I stated. "Well, it has been a pleasure talking with you today, and thank you for getting me off the floor and walking me home." Hiccup's face fell, but then it perked up again.

"Any time, Jack." He said. I went to go to my front door, when something grabbed my wrist.

Suddenly, I was pulled back and in Hiccup's arms. And he was kissing me. I tensed a little, and then I melted. Where has this guy been? His hands were resting lightly on my bony hips, my hands on his chest, balling up his leather jacket. And then he pulled away.

"Sorry," He said, with a smile and not even out of breath. "Was that too far?"

"Nope." I said, shaking my head. I pulled him in for another kiss, which Hiccup responded with a passion to.

* * *

><p><strong>So... this was sort of like a test-run. I thought of this at school and I thought it was an okay concept. <strong>

**If you like this ****_please please please_**** leave a review. I am not sure if I will continue it otherwise! I'm counting solely on you! This is life or death!**

**To continue or to not continue? That is the question! Please answer it! **

**From, me, HoneyBeeez :) **


	2. Chapter 2

**Hi everyone. So I am super happy to say that I will be continuing this, but I don't know how consistent the updates will be... Oh well...**

**I hope you enjoy!**

**Disclaimer: I own nothing, sorry.**

* * *

><p>Was it an initial shock to find out that the new kid was going out with a loser like Jack? Pretty much. But guess what? Hiccup didn't give a shit. And no one could <em>make<em> him give a shit. For years, he felt like he didn't have a heart, like he was really dead after all. Jack gave him something that he never thought he could have gotten again: love. Cheesy, he knows it. But it was the only way to explain things like this.

Hiccup knew it was sort of wrong to kiss Jack the first day they met. But could you really blame him? Jack was attractive (if he knew it or not) and Hiccup hadn't felt anything like this is all his hyper-extended life. Was he going to act on impulse? _Hell yeah_!

Jack was in shock about this whole thing. How the hot new kid at school fell in love with him was beyond his comprehension. But he didn't question it. With his parents dead, his sister in a foster home and oblivious to the fact that she had a brother in the first place, and his Uncle North always at the shop all the time, he never really got any love. You know, not _that_ kind of love, but you get the point.

Hiccup was sweet and kind to Jack, and that's what matter the most. Whenever Jack opened his mouth, Hiccup always listened intently, as if he was bent on memorizing every word that came out of his mouth. Hiccup walked Jack to his every single class, and even met him outside his classroom when the bell rang. Jack yelled at him once, but Hiccup swore he wasn't ditching his class for Jack's sake, so he let the subject drop.

Were there a lot of whispers and rumors going around? Yeah, quite a bit, but both of them didn't pay any mind. Jack would have gotten quite a lot of shit from Pitch too, you know, if Hiccup wasn't by his side 24/7. Coincidentally, Hiccup could scare the crap out of anyone, if he really wanted to, so Pitch was leaving them alone just fine.

The two were inseparable, to say the least. Their hands were always clasped together, or Hiccup's arm was slung around Jack's waist. Neither really seemed to care what anyone said, and after weeks of them being together, the gossip at Berk High finally died down.

After school, Hiccup would crash at Jack's house. Their relationship wasn't at all… _rushed_ is a better word for it, I think. Jack was just content in Hiccup's arms as they watch T.V, and Hiccup could pull off little kisses here and there, but that was basically it.

After one month, they knew practically everything about the other. Well, Hiccup knew everything about Jack. Hiccup was open about most things, don't get me wrong, but Jack could always tell he was hiding something. But Jack didn't push the envelope; he knew Hiccup would tell him in time.

Once, after school, Hiccup lead Jack to his house. Jack thought he was kidding when they arrived at the abandoned house on the outskirts of town, but he swallowed it all down as he stepped inside. The whole place looked brand new, it was clean and nice and… it had 'HICCUP' written all over it. Jack knew he found a second home, if he ever wanted to.

* * *

><p>Things started to be a little worrisome after that. Hiccup was coughing all the time. It wasn't a little cough either, it was those hacking coughs that you got when you were <em>really<em> sick. Jack kept on saying that he should see a doctor, but Hiccup shook his head every time, saying it was nothing and that it happened all the time.

And Hiccup wasn't technically lying. About once every month, his thirst for blood became unreasonable. It was like a woman's period, but instead of losing blood, he gained it. He knew it was time to subtly rob the local blood bank again.

At around three in the morning, Hiccup was out on the streets. He was wearing all black, like every good burglar, and had his leather jacket's hood pulled all the way up to cover his face. He ran the familiar road to the blood bank.

Swiftly and quickly, he made his way in and out, his prize being a 500 mL bag of blood hidden in his jacket masterfully. He then made his way to his house.

Rationalization was a major part of this process. Mainly, for about a week, Hiccup would take sips from the bag until it was empty, and his thirst would be taken care of for the month.

When Hiccup got home, he took a sip of his prize. His eyes flickered dreamily as he forced himself to stop. He then hung up the bag in the refrigerator, saving it for later.

And that's where things got a little sticky. _No_, not literally.

The next morning everything went as planned. Jack and Hiccup went to school and Hiccup met him outside his every class, his cough a little better than the day before.

"Did you finally go see a doctor?" Jack inquired, laughing. Hiccup shot him a smile, and rolled his eyes at him.

"No _mother_, I didn't." Hiccup said. "I took some medicine." Jack scowled at the insult Hiccup shot at him, but he knew he was only kidding. Jack squeezed Hiccup's hand while both smiled at each other.

"Well, good." Jack said. "You should really take more care of yourself." He realized that he really did sound like a nagging mother, but he cared for Hiccup! He didn't want him sick!

"I can't help it if my immune system isn't what it should be!" Hiccup said, laughing. He felt bad, lying to Jack, but he was trying to make the lies as little as possible. He didn't really have an immune system, since he couldn't get sick, so that's not technically a lie. And the blood is like a medicine, it keeps him healthy and alive…

Hiccup told himself that it wasn't all that bad. They arrived outside Jack's last class and Hiccup pecked him lightly on the lips.

"See you after school." Hiccup murmured. Jack smiled.

"Okay…" Jack said, then he walked into class.

* * *

><p>So after school, Hiccup walked Jack home. But Hiccup didn't go inside; his throat was on fire. He needed a sip of that blood. Jack looked at him innocently.<p>

"Aren't you coming in?" He asked Hiccup, who shook his head gravely as he tried to swallow.

"I need to grab something from my house real quick…" He said. It wasn't, again, necessarily a lie.

"Okay, let me drop my stuff off and we can go together…" Jack said, putting down his backpack, only to be cut off by a panicking Hiccup.

"No!" Hiccup said. Jack gave him a look. "I'll be back real quick, you could stay…"

"But what if I want to go with you?" Jack tested, giving Hiccup one of his signature cocky grins.

"No, you don't!" Hiccup said. This was becoming harder and harder for him to handle. The burn was excruciating… "Look, I need to do this alone." He said with a dry finality. "I'll be back."

Hiccup turned around and walked off towards his house. Once he was out of sight of Jack's house, he couldn't stop himself from running as fast as he could. He practically flew down the countless streets and alley ways, and he stormed inside his own house, heading straight for the refrigerator. Yanking the blood bag off its hook, he raised it to his mouth.

The relief was instantaneous. The cool rusty liquid flowed down his throat as he drank, and then he cut himself off. _This has to last a week_, he told himself. But it all seemed different somehow. Like all the walls he carefully built up came crashing down. And that's when he realized it…

He's been putting himself in a flesh-filled environment for the past couple months. He's been in close contact with a human during that time too, kissing and hugging and touching… he didn't realize that it would make his thirst worse. Hiccup thought he had gotten over his blood craze _decades_ ago.

Unable to stop, he let himself take another shaky swig from the bag. It was a bad idea, and he had to literally tear himself away from it. He hung up the bag and walked away, sitting on his couch.

It was unsafe to go to Jack's house. Hiccup loved him too much to put him into this kind of danger. The longer Jack didn't know, the better. Hiccup told himself that if he could hold out fifteen minutes without feeling the burn of his throat that it was safe to go to Jack.

In no less than ten minutes, the thirst racked his body again. Hiccup was fidgeting this time, as he tried to control it. But it didn't work. He succumbed to the fridge, as he took a slow swig from the plastic bag.

A knock on the door. Hiccup froze. "Hiccup?" A timid voice said. "Hiccup, are you in here?"

_Crap_, Hiccup thought. He stuffed the bag back into place and he ran for the door, wrenching it open. There stood Jack, looking at his with his blue eyes and white hair, looking nervous.

"Jack…" Hiccup said, trying to sound smooth.

"Hiccup, what's on your face?" Jack said, all other questions dying in his mind. Indeed, there was dark smudges on the corners of Hiccup's lips. Without warning, Jack reached up and wiping some of the stain off, bringing it to his nose as he sniffed tentatively.

"That's… that's nothing." Hiccup said, but Jack's eyes widened as he recognized the familiar scent.

"Is…" Jack's voice fizzed out in his throat and he tried again. "Is this blood?" Hiccup only looked at him, green eyes wide as if he'd been caught. "Why do you have blood on you face?" Jack asked, only to be answered with the deer-in-the-headlights look. "Hiccup, answer me!" Jack said.

"I don't know what to say." Hiccup said, wiping off his mouth slowly.

"What is there to say? What? That you're a _vampire_ or something?" Jack said. He was angry, but he didn't understand any of this. Why did his boyfriend have blood on his face, and why was he so mysterious? _And why did he have that expression as if he just got caught doing something illegal_?

"Actually, yes." Hiccup said, forcibly level. Jack's mouth popped open.

"You're kidding." Jack said, in disbelief. "This isn't funny Hiccup…" Jack just noticed how hard his heart was beating. _I'm alive_, he thought, _he's only going out with me to suck my blood_.

"Tell me why I would joke about this?" Hiccup said kindly. "This isn't a joke." Jack gasped, and staggered backwards. "Jack, it isn't what you think…"

"Get away from me!" Jack yelled in response. Hiccup was glad that there was no one around; there would be lots of suspicion if people heard an innocent teenager screaming.

"I'm not going to-!" Hiccup started, but then Jack was yelling again.

"All this was a lie then?" He yelled. "_Us_? You were just using me! You never cared, you just want my blood!" Jack didn't dare to turn his back on Hiccup; he would be dead in seconds if he did. He felt so betrayed, so alone, so _manipulated_. Tears were running down his face. "I loved you!" He yelled, the hurt in his voice tangible. "And all you were doing was using me!"

"Can you please just listen to me?" Hiccup said, stepping out from the doorway and towards Jack.

"Leave me alone!" Jack yelled. Hiccup put his hands up, showing that he wasn't going to do anything. But Jack was only even more creeped out and he finally turned and ran away.

"Jack!" Hiccup yelled at the shrinking figure, cupping his hands over his mouth to make his voice louder.

Hiccup knew it was useless. Jack was scared and hurt and there was nothing he could do about right now. He's seen it too many times before; people always want to help, but it's better for them to let off some steam first.

Hiccup walked back inside his house and slammed his door, almost breaking it off its hinges. He whipped out his phone and texted the only person in his contacts.

"**Jack, it's not what it looks like. Can I just explain?**" He typed out and sent quickly. He collapsed on his couch and waited for a reply, knowing that Jack couldn't leave a message unanswered.

* * *

><p>Jack kept running. <em>My boyfriend is a vampire<em>… _my_ ex-_boyfriend is a vampire_… He kept running, his thoughts in sync with his beating heart and the pounding of his feet onto the pavement. Soon, he was home, and locking the door after him. Jack never locked the door, but he wasn't about to be caught unawares this time.

His phone buzzed but he ignored it. He ran around the house, making sure that every window and door was locked and that every curtain was pulled shut. It was only then did he pull out his phone, thinking that it was his Uncle North telling him he was going to be late again. He was so wrong, though, because it was none other than Hiccup.

"**Jack, it's not what it looks like. Can I just explain?**" The message read. Jack read over it once before throwing his brick of a phone across the room. Of course, the thing would never break, but it was satisfying to see it bounce across the floor.

Jack was by the door, and he found his back hitting it. He slid down it, his knees as close to his chest as possible as his fingers entangled in his hair and pulling harshly. _I knew that something was up_, Jack thought, _why did I let myself fall for him? I was being used_… _He doesn't really like me_, he just wants my blood…

That's when his phone buzzed loudly against the floor. Jack let go of his hair and crawled over to his phone. He opened the message, out of curiosity, because there was no way that he wanted to talk to the blood-sucker.

"**I wanted to tell you this in person, but you leave me no choice… I never meant to hurt you I never meant for you to find out. I really do love you and I would never want to hurt you that's why I told you to stay away… you mean everything to me Jack please just understand…**" The message was perfectly written out, no abbreviations whatsoever. Jack looked at his phone for a minute.

He didn't know what to think. Jack couldn't tell himself that Hiccup was telling the truth. He couldn't bring himself to text back. Jack slumped and let his phone clatter to the ground again.

"Okay," Jack sighed. "Vampires are real. My… _ex_ is a vampire. He's telling me he loves me and never wanted to hurt me." Even as Jack was saying this, he wasn't totally convinced. "Argh, I don't know what to think anymore!" He said, gripping his hair again. Just then his phone went off.

"**If you aren't going to answer me… fine. I'm going over there.**" The message said. Jack's breathing hitched as his heart beat a little faster. He was scrambling to his feet now, running to the small set of stairs that led to his room.

"I have time, I have time…" Jack was saying in his head. His foot touched the first stair… and a knock sounded from his door. Jack froze.

"Jack!" Hiccup's voice came. "I know you're in there! Let me in!"

"Well, shit." Jack breathed, still froze on the step.

* * *

><p><strong>Please Don't Kill Me! I want to live! Okay, so that's all I have right now, I hoped you liked it!<strong>

**Leave a review and tell me what you like about this story! Reviews are good for the soul, so please... :) Do it!**

**Love you all, have a good day! **


	3. Chapter 3

**Hi again! So, this is really short and I'm sorry. Like it anyway, though!**

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything.**

* * *

><p>"Jack!" Hiccup called out again. "Please! You need to let me explain!"<p>

"There is nothing to explain!" I bravely called out. I didn't even know if I was the one that said that, to be honest. My whole body was shaking and my tongue felt too big in my mouth. _Just go away Hiccup_…

"There's _everything_ to explain!" Hiccup called back, banging on the front door. "Please, Jack?" He said, knocking one last time and then it was silent. I walked over silently, and unlocked the door, opening it just a crack.

"Can you please just get away from me?" I asked shakily, thinking that politeness could get me anything in life… even a vampire off my porch. Hiccup was standing there, green eyes gleaming.

"That's not possible." He said, pushing the door open gently. He took one step inside and then I found myself wrapped up in his arms. My arms were currently pinned to my sides, so I couldn't push him away. His head was buried in my shoulder, but then I noticed his head wasn't toward my neck, so he _wasn't_ going to bite me… yet, that is. I just stood there, wrapped in his unwanted embrace. I tried listening for a heartbeat… _it was never there in the first place_ I realized.

"Jack…" He said into my shoulder. He sounded like he was on the verge of tears. "You have to understand that I've never _ever_ wanted to hurt you." He then let me go, but he was holding my shoulders and looking into my eyes intently. "I love you so much, I don't know what I would do without you."

"You're wrong." I mumbled, knowing perfectly well that he heard me crystal clear. "I don't have to 'understand' anything."

"No, Jack." Hiccup said, his face a mask of pain. "You've _got_ to understand, because you're the one I've been living for okay? All this time, I've been alone and afraid and isolated from the world. And then I found you… you are the only thing I care about! Please… _please_ don't take that away from me."

Okay. Wow. _Shocker_. Of course he would pull out the 'you're-the-one-I'm-living-for' card. Hiccup was a generally good person, or what I knew of him anyway, and I knew that he wasn't lying. But the tears welled up in my eyes as I focused on the cold, hard truth. _Hiccup isn't who I thought he was, he's a killer, and even if he didn't intend to kill me, he's a monster._

"I… I," I stuttered, the words not falling out as seamlessly as I thought they would. "I can't just let things go back to the way they were. You… you aren't who I thought you were, I can't just act like nothing happened…"

Hiccup blinked quickly.

"I'm the same person I was before! I haven't changed! I never lied to you, _not once_!" Hiccup argued, his fear of losing me coming out as anger.

"It doesn't matter that you never lied to me!" I yelled back. "It's the fact that you're a…" My voice died in my throat, realizing how insensitive my statement was.

"A what, Jack?" Hiccup challenged, his green eyes narrowing. "I'm a what?"

"You're a monster!" I yelled. Hiccup's face remained a mask of pain and fear and anger.

"I haven't changed." He said, his voice calm and surprisingly level. "It's your _thinking_ that's changed." I opened my mouth to protest on that, when he kept going on like I wasn't there. "You loved me back, don't you even _try_ to deny it now. I thought you were a good person. I thought that a simple thing wouldn't stop you from what your opinions were. But it looks like I was wrong; you're just as stereotypical as everyone else."

My mouth popped open into a little 'O' without my consent. Hiccup then walked away, steam basically coming out of his ears. But as he turned, the porch light illuminated his face…

A single tear was running down his face.

But I didn't care, or at least I told myself I didn't. He was a vampire, right? He sucked blood and he lived forever. What would he want me for? Why couldn't he fall for some other vampire? I slammed the door with as much force as I possible could, and I bit my bottom lip nervously.

I had a fight with a vampire. Hiccup is a vampire… my boyfriend… _ex-boyfriend_… is a vampire. I thought about all those sweet moments we shared. How he never rushed into anything, and how I never asked. Those days we just lazily crashed on some couch or another and completely melted into each other's arms.

A tear slid down my cheek too. The best times of my life had finally come to an end. _It was only a matter of time_, I thought to myself.

* * *

><p><strong>Sorry, it was necessary :) *Hides under covers and looks around cautiously*<strong>

**If you're gonna kill me, do it now...**

**I love you all, and thank you so much for all your support! Please review! Byeeez... .**


	4. Chapter 4

**Hi guys! So this is the final chapter :) I hope you love it a lot. **

* * *

><p>I walked away from his door, a tear slipping down my cheek without my consent. I didn't care. All I cared about is Jack, and now he was gone. He thought just like everyone else; vampire equals monster, monster equals killing others and eating it, vampire equals Hiccup, Hiccup equals STAY AWAY.<p>

This wasn't any fair. Jack had liked me before, he _cared_. He told me to go to class on time, he told me to see a doctor. He was the thing I was missing in my life and _rriiiiip! _Now that's taken away from me too.

I wanted to say that I could move on. That I could be happy without him, like he could be happy without me, but I don't like to lie. I knew that there was going to be two ways this was going to end up: either we were together and living happily as long as Jack lived, or he squashed me like a cockroach and left me because I was a vampire.

In truth, I didn't even see myself as a vampire. My fangs barely come out anymore, I've controlled all my super-everythings, and I can live perfectly normal. You know, except for the fact that I need some blood to keep me living or I go insane.

Before all this, I didn't know what was worse: going without blood or the person you loved. But now I definitely knew, and it hurt me more than the burning thirst ever would. I could get more blood, but there was only one Jack, and he wanted nothing to do with me.

Surprisingly, tears came down from my eyes quickly, dropping to the asphalt. I ignored it all and went home. I banged my head on the door a couple times, and even tried hitting myself with my lamp. It didn't measure up to the pain I was feeling inside though.

Not even close. I looked at my phone warily. Should I? I did it anyway. My finger undid the lock and clicked "Messages."

* * *

><p>Damn, this was harder than I thought. I was cold. Really cold. And I was bored. North called, saying he had some important business some-place-or-another and that he wouldn't be home. Typical. No matter what I tried, it was like a chill swept through me.<p>

I was tired of this. I walked to the thermostat. 78 degrees. _78 degrees_? Why am I so cold?

I couldn't watch T.V, it reminded me too much of… Hiccup. There. I said it. I missed Hiccup. Was that the reason why I felt so cold? Something told me that was a 'yes'.

I was sort of being a jerk, wasn't I? But… but it was justified, right? I was freaked out! I mean… the blood on his face… his eyes were actually a slightly darker sinister green. Now that I think about it… _yeesh_. He was scary…

I sat on the couch, even colder than before, a void opening in my heart where Hiccup should be. I brought my knees to my chest and rested my forehead on my kneecaps. I refused to shed another tear.

And then my phone buzzed.

Looking over at the coffee table where I left my phone, my breathing stopped. Who was it? Should I look at the message?

Slowly, as if it was a wild animal, I grabbed the small Verizon Intensity III and looked at the lit-up screen.

"New Message: Hiccup" was what was on the screen with a little image of an envelope opening to reveal the letter inside. I pressed the "Open" button cautiously.

"**I'm sorry.**" The message read.

That was the worst thing he could have ever sent. I would have been okay with "_I hate you_," or "_I can't believe how stupid you're being_". I would have been okay if he sent, "_I wasn't planning on sucking your blood, but now I am. Watch out_." I would have accepted my death gratefully; it was better than the exceptional cold that was seeping through me right now.

But no, those two little words were all it took to bring me to tears. Why would he be the one that's sorry? He can't help who he is! And… if he said that, that means that he still loves me. Somehow, I don't know if that's ever going to change.

Tears slipped over my cheeks as I slid open the phone and typed my reply, which was longer than what I meant it to be. I shut the phone triumphantly, and soon the world was spinning. The emotional turmoil of the day had me exhausted.

I curled up on the couch, my phone cradled near my chest, and my eyes drooped closed. I fell asleep

* * *

><p>He forgot to press "SEND."<p>

* * *

><p>I anxiously waited all night for a reply. I didn't care if it was a "Go fuck yourself," I just wanted it to be some kind of reply from Jack. That means <em>something<em>, right?

But none came. The next day, there was school, but I didn't bother. I wasn't wanted. I wasn't need. My only reason in life didn't care, so why should I? If I was human, I would have hanged myself already.

My throat didn't even burn from the thirst, but the rest of my body did. It was like I just got beat up; the pain was everywhere. But nothing was worse than the pain radiating from the place where my dead heart was.

I took it all out on my phone. I threw it against the walls and the floor and put it in a blender too. Pretty soon, it looked just as broken as I did. Good.

* * *

><p>I waited for Hiccup to meet me outside my house and walk to school with me. He didn't come. <em>He probably was out doing something<em>, I told myself. I trudged to school alone. After every class, I was the first one out of the room because I was hoping that he would be there. But he wasn't.

Was he still mad at me? I thought the text I sent would somehow clear everything up! I poured my heart and soul into the message after all.

Pitch was waiting for me in the center quad after school. He noticed me without Hiccup. I got a good solid beating, and I was left in a heap of pain for a while. But I pulled myself together and dusted myself off. I wasn't hurt that bad, I just pretended so the beating could stop.

I felt my pockets for my phone. Did Pitch steal it? No, I didn't have it with me toady, I left it at home. Damn.

After school. I basically ran home, trying to get to my phone as fast as humanly possible. When I got there, I was breathing hard, and my fingers were fumbling with the key. But, finally, with the good grace of God, I was undid the lock and hurtled inside. On the coffee table was my phone, and I ran and got it.

Pressing the "Okay" button to light up the screen, I saw it. The message I typed out last night. It was still on the screen, waiting patiently for me to press send.

"Oh no…" I muttered. I hit my head with the brick once, then pressed "SEND" quickly.

Hiccup never got my message. He never read my apology, he didn't know how sorry I was for being such an asshole.

I found myself running down the streets. People yelled at me when I happened to get in their way, but that didn't stop me. I ran and ran until I was near Hiccup's house. I could barely breathe, but I put on a burst of speed and reached his porch. I banged the door relentlessly.

"Hiccup… please answer the door… please…" I muttered with every knock I issued on the door. I was biting my lip nervously. Why isn't he answering? "HICCUP!" I yelled, hitting and kicking the door with more energy than I thought I had in my body.

"Hiccup! Let me in!" I screamed again. I heard muffled sounds from the inside of the house, but no footsteps. No tell-tale signs that Hiccup would be coming to the door.

I was fed up with this. I walked over to a window that was next to the front door. I took my phone, which I had clamped in my hand, and hit the window as hard as I could. The window shattered. I grinned.

"What the-?" I heard someone say. I ignored it. I knocked out the remaining glass and shimmied myself into the house.

Hiccup was standing at his couch, looking at me with red, puffy green eyes and a startled expression. I broke out into a grin and I launched myself at him, burying my face into the crook of his neck. Hiccup's arm wrapped around me uncertainly.

"I'm so sorry, Hiccup!" I said. "I meant to send you a message last night, but I fell asleep and I didn't press send and I didn't realize it until after school and I sent it and you didn't reply and then I came here and you didn't answer the door and I…" I said, not noticing how I was rambling on. Hiccup laughed softly.

"My phone got destroyed hours ago. I couldn't have gotten your message even if you sent it on time." Hiccup said.

"It was a really good speech too…" I mumbled, taking in all of Hiccup that I could at this moment.

"Maybe you could read it to me." Hiccup said, his grip around me becoming firmer and more comforting. And I was finally _warm_. The cold that was pestering me the whole day finally subsided, and I nearly melted into Hiccup. I wouldn't have minded, and neither would he, I expect.

"You know I hate public speaking." I said, smiling. I pulled up the message on my phone. I let go of him, regretfully, and pressed the phone into his hand. "Read it."

Hiccup's green eyes skimmed it about twice as he scrolled down and up and down again. He looked at me, eyes bright and smile warm.

"You too." He said, pulling me in for a kiss. I accepted it gladly.

* * *

><p>The message:<p>

"**Don't be sorry. You have nothing to be sorry for. I'm the one that's sorry.**

**Like, a million times sorry. Because I was a total asshole. I let all the superstitions and legends fill my head and I got ahead of myself.**

**I can't say how fucking sorry I am. I don't care anymore, okay? I love you for who you are, Hiccup, and nothing will change that. I should have realized that sooner.**

**I love you so much it makes my heart hurt, and I would wish for a heart attack every day of my life, just so it can remind me of you.**

**You're as insubstantial as smoke, and if that's what it takes, I'll keep lighting fires just so I can be close to you. (Second-hand smoke be damned.)**

**Every single time I'm with you, it sends shivers up my spine as if it was snowing, and I would pray for a storm every day if that's what it takes to get you back to me.**

**I'm hopelessly in love with you. Don't be mad. I was an idiot. I'm sorry. I love you.**"

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note: <strong>

I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. First of all, I'm sorry Jack was being a total asshole last chapter. I was thinking about the fear he would feel about the whole vampire-revelation.

And I'm sorry about the cheesy ending. I had to do it. But at least their together again, right?

Haha, I'm not sure if I should make this a series. Like, another part to it or not. If you want me to continue this, leave a review please. I'm really not sure about this.

That you for reading this and I love you forever.

~HoneyBeeez


	5. Chapter 5

**I'm back! So I just decided to continue this as normal... because I'm too lazy to make this another story. Sorry for the scare. Hope you love it!**

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything, but I bet you all know that by now...**

* * *

><p>No one really knew how it happened, but it did. Hiccup and Jack never complained. School was school (though Hiccup had to give Pitch a thorough beat-down because of what he did to Jack). After the first fight the couple had, things got along swimmingly.<p>

They were both good people. No matter who saw them out in public, you just couldn't think that they weren't cute together. It was like a match made in Heaven… or would that be Hell?

Anyway, back to the point… Between the two boys there were no secrets, not anymore. Anyone would know that they were in love, real love. Not teenage one-night-stand love. And they were happy.

* * *

><p>Jack's uncle, North, met Hiccup the second he came home from his important business trip to the North Pole. The two boys were lounging on the couch when he walked in. Hiccup then stood up promptly and stuck out his hand.<p>

"You must be Jack's Uncle North. I'm Hiccup." He said. North shook his hand, liking the boy very much.

"Good to have ya." North said jollily. It was Jack to stand up next.

"North… Hiccup's my boyfriend. Just to ah… let you know." Jack said timidly. He never really knew what to expect from his uncle. But North just looked at the two boys and smiled.

"As long as you two are happy." He said, which made Jack beam. North pulled Hiccup into a bear hug. "Hurt him, and you will pay the consequences." North growled menacingly.

"Yessir." Hiccup mumbled. He was let down on the floor once more.

"Good." North said happily. "Now, who wants fruitcake?"

* * *

><p>Summer came by just as fast, and as North had a big trip to go on (meeting a business associate, Aster Bunnymund in Australia), Hiccup and Jack were left alone. They would go out every once and a while, but usually they stayed at one or the other's house, chill, and watch every movie on the face of the earth.<p>

And then… WHAM! Senior year hit the two like a bomb. Of course, it wasn't a big deal for Hiccup, seeing how he knew everything already, but Jack was freaking out. With a light kiss on the forehead, Hiccup calmed him down. Then they walked across the threshold of Berk High.

School was just a synonym for 'educational prison' in Hiccup's eyes. But, seeing how he had almost every class with Jack this year, he thought that he could hold out. Every class, they would sit next to each other, and no one objected. Girls still drooled over Hiccup, who was still a desired piece of eye candy even though he was taken. In fact, that made him more desirable.

Surprisingly, being with Hiccup got Jack some fangirls too. But he ignored them, as usual. I mean, he's been here all four years of high school and they didn't notice him until after he dates the hot new kid. That's _low_.

After school, Hiccup and Jack walked leisurely around campus for a while. They passed Pitch once, and Hiccup gave him the evil eye until he flinched and walked away hurriedly, the Fearlings at his side. Then they walked to Jack's house.

Jack ate dinner, and Hiccup watched him. Ever since Jack knew the truth about Hiccup being a vampire, he didn't bother to make him food anymore. Hiccup was happy for that, human food tasted like sawdust to him.

They threw themselves into the homework they had to do. I mean, homework on the first day of school?! That's mean… After about an hour of mental torture on Jack's part, they collapsed on the couch and watched a marathon of cartoons to their heart's content.

* * *

><p>At about eleven o'clock, Hiccup decided Jack needed some sleep. He carried him to his room, and gently tucked him in bed. Then Hiccup took his leave. Arriving at his house about a minute later, Hiccup knew there was something wrong, and he couldn't put his finger on it.<p>

The atmosphere was different, and it unnerved him. He almost wanted to go back to Jack's house. But he didn't. Instead, he threw open his front door and confronted whatever it was that was inside.

There was a tall, deathly pale person standing in Hiccup's living room. His hair was spiked at jet-black. His eyes were like vats of green acid that were about to boil over. He was dressed in all black, a leather jacket fitting tightly around his shoulders, and black studded boots on his feet. He had black, fingerless gloves that showed off his claw-like nails. When he smiled at Hiccup, his teeth were sharpened to points.

"Hiya Hiccup. Long time no see." The person said. His voice was deep. Hiccup swallowed. What was he doing here?

"Toothless."

* * *

><p><strong>OMG im sorry. Don't kill me. Please review.<strong>


	6. Chapter 6

**Hi again! so... this whole thing is really complicated and I'm sure I'll clear it all up in the next chapter. I hope you like it!**

**Disclaimer: I don't own HTTYD or ROTG (but that doesn't really come out in this chapter...)**

* * *

><p>"Toothless." I said tensely. "What are you doing here?" Toothless just grinned at me, his vampire-teeth glimmering in the lamplight.<p>

"Why, I'm here to see you, little brother." He said pleasantly. He leisurely looked at a picture frame I had.

"I'm not your little brother," I growled. "Not anymore, at least." What is he doing here? I haven't seen or heard of him in the past half a century!

"We are still related, Hiccup, like it or not." Toothless said, growling in his own way. He picked up the picture frame and turned it toward me. In it, there was a picture of me and Jack, our eyes crinkled as we smiled at the camera. "Who's this?"

"None of your business," I said, snatching that away from him. Or tried to, at least; he was too fast and moved out of my way in a split second.

"Of course it's my business." Toothless said, looking at the picture, then at me. "I'm your brother, Hiccup, you can't hide anything from me." His voice was sad, comforting even, but I wasn't going to fall for it.

"We separated fifty years ago, and you know it." I said. "Why are you _really_ here?"

"I'm really here because during the last fifty years, all I could think about was you, Little Brother. I've been worried sick and I just want to know that you're okay." Toothless said. There was truth present in his statement, but I knew there was always deceit somewhere.

"You could have called, or sent a bat. You really could have done anything else, rather than breaking into my house and rummaging through my stuff." I said plainly. Toothless put the picture down gently, and took a deep breath. He swallowed harshly.

"I smell a human. Has one been around?" He asked, basically licking his lips with his bizarrely forked tongue.

"The people around here are good. I won't allow you to kill any of them." I snarled menacingly.

"You seem oddly worried about people's well-being all of a sudden." Toothless aid, inspecting his sharp nails. "Maybe it's that you've fallen in love with one?" He suggested. I froze.

"That's not true." I said, my throat tight and my tongue too thick for my mouth.

"It's so true." Toothless said, seeing right through me. "You know we aren't supposed to." He said, suddenly caring. He put his hand on my shoulder.

"It's not like I can control who I fall in love with, bud." I said, the old nickname falling out of my mouth without warning.

"You could be in so much trouble," Toothless said. "You know that, right?"

"Yes, obviously, I do." I replied. "But there's nothing I can do about it. Nothing you can do about it either, so just _go_."

"I can't do that." He said, hugging me briefly. "Haven't you missed me after all these years?" He asked.

"I'll hardly miss someone who wanted me gone in the first place." I said harshly.

"Well what was I supposed to do when you just come out and say that you don't want to kill any more humans?" Toothless said defensively.

"What you could have done was have us part ways peacefully." I said. "Rather than disowning me and throwing me to the curb like unwanted garbage."

"_We kill things, Hiccup_." Toothless said, the anger in his voice apparent. "It's who we are and we can't escape it, no matter how hard we try."

"But those innocent people never did anything to us!" I argued. "Why kill them when we could find an alternative?"

"Because that's the way things are!" Toothless insisted. "Humans take things for granted, and we take advantage. They have killed _hundreds_ of us…!"

"And we've killed thousands of them!" I yelled back. "I don't care at this point. Be mad at me, take this out of me, but don't you _dare_ try to hurt those good people that live here!"

"It's only because you're in love!" My ex-brother said, hate in his eyes. "You just don't want _him_ hurt!"

"Yes, okay?" I said. "And if you got a problem with it, you can leave! I'm not putting up with you, Toothless. Not now."

"Yeah, not now, especially since you have your little boy-toy to mess around with." Toothless mumbled.

"You need to stop." I growled. "You need to stop and get out of this fucking town. I was perfectly fine without you."

"Of course you were, Hiccup." Toothless said. "You've just been going to school, and stealing from blood banks, and hanging out with your boyfriend!"

"You've been _stalking_ me?" Hiccup said, outraged. "Why the hell would you do something like that Toothless?"

"Because I don't care what happened back then, Hiccup." Toothless said. "I may not agree with you but you're still my brother."

Hiccup didn't know whether to be creeped out or flattered by Toothless' actions.

"Just… just go, bud." Hiccup said, defeated. "Get out of here."

"Are… are you serious?" Toothless said.

"I'm fucking serious, now get the fuck away from here! I don't want to see you anywhere near here!" Hiccup yelled. With that, Toothless stormed out of his house, and ran away from the town and his brother.

* * *

><p><strong>sorry for the fight, y'all.<strong>

Review?


	7. Chapter 7

Hiccup flopped onto the couch, his hands pulling at his hair furiously. His eyes were closed as he grit his teeth, trying not to scream. Unintentionally, his memories came flooding at him, and he had no means of stopping them…

...

_Hiccup was only seventeen. He and his brother, Toothless, were walking through their town very late at night. Suddenly, they heard a light laugh, and Toothless was thrown on the ground, something pinning him there. Hiccup let out a yell and tried to tear the something off his big brother. It only earned Hiccup an elbow to the face, throwing him back with a force he didn't think possible. _

_Toothless was screaming out in pain. Hiccup had to help. The something was a someone, and its teeth were biting Toothless' neck._

_"Stop!" Hiccup gasped. "Stop! Please! I'll do anything! Please!" His slight gasp became a yell, causing the person on top of his brother to actually pay attention to him. _

_"Anything?" The person asked. Blood was dribbling out from his mouth. _Vampire_, Hiccup thought suddenly. He had heard stories, but he never thought that they were true. Toothless wimpered in pain, and Hiccup made his resolve._

_"Anything. Just leave my brother alone." Hiccup said quietly._

_"Hiccup…" Toothless gurgled._

_"Well, I needed a pair of new recruits anyways." The person shrugged. The person stood up, grabbed Hiccup's wrist, and pulled him to his feet. Hiccup didn't know what was going on, and Toothless was in pain. He needed to help him!_

_The person pulled the collar of his tunic down, revealing Hiccup's collarbone and somewhat of his chest. The person leaned down, and seemingly kissed Hiccup's collarbone passionately. But in reality, the person bit Hiccup. Hiccup gasped, the bite didn't really hurt, but there was something under that that made Hiccup cry out once in pain._

_The person pulled away, a deadly smile on their face. "Welcome to the world of vampires." They said. _

_"What… what about my brother?" Hiccup said, falling on his knees and clutching his collarbone._

_"Hiccup?" Toothless asked. "Are you okay?" _

_Toothless looked different. He suddenly seemed a lot paler than usual, and his green eyes had a sharper quality to them. He also looked stronger and leaner than when Hiccup last saw him._

_"I'm… fine." Hiccup gasped, another wave of pain washing over him. His eyes closed at the pain. When he opened them again, his eyes were a light green, his hair had a more lustrous quality to it, and his freckles stood out sharply against his now-pale skin. _

_"Good luck, vamplings." The person said. "You'll need it." With that, the person left._

_Years later, Hiccup was sitting on a dirt road of a provincial town. His eyes were furrowed, his knees pulled close to his chest, his chin resting on his knees. The others in his cult were killing again, and Hiccup was sick of it. They would call Hiccup soft, but Hiccup thought that this was morally wrong. Everyone they killed were innocent people, people with futures and lives and everything to look forward to in the world. Those people had everything Hiccup wanted and couldn't have. Hiccup envied them, to a certain extent, but he felt that killing them was wrong. _

_Hiccup would try to kill the old when they arrived in a town. They had lived their lives, they were happy, they were awaiting death. But it made him feel guilty nonetheless. So now he was sitting there, trying to block out women's screams and the children's cries. Hiccup knew that there would be no survivors, no new recruits._

_Toothless walked over to his frowning little brother. He took a seat next to him, and the corners of his mouth and teeth stained with the deep color of blood that made Hiccup's stomach churn. _

_"What is the matter, little brother?" Toothless asked. "You have been acting strange lately."_

_"I don't like this." Hiccup answered. This was the first time that he actually answered that question truthfully._

_"What do you mean?" Toothless asked again, not understanding. "I do keep telling you that you will get sick off those old people's blood one day."_

_"It is not that, Toothless." Hiccup said, apprehensively. "I hate this, how we kill all these people…"_

_"What are you talking about? This is how life is, Hiccup. They live, we kill, we drink, and we live. That is how the world goes."_

_"We could change all that, we don't have to kill people…" Hiccup said, but he could sense the outrage in Toothless' voice. He shouldn't have said anything. He should have kept his mouth shut._

_"Why do you have to question things?" Toothless replied, anger tangible in the air. "Nothing will change! This is how life is!"_

_"Why do you have to be so mindless? Don't you see the people you kill? Don't you see the possibilities they have that we don't? Don't you see the life leak out of their eyes when you attack them?" Hiccup quipped back._

_"We are supposed to find that enjoyable!" Toothless said, commenting on Hiccup's last question. "The life draining out of their eyes, only to leak into ours…"_

_"Well, it is not right! It is cruel and disgusting!" Hiccup yelled._

_"You are a vampire!" Toothless growled._

_"Maybe I do not want to be a vampire anymore!" Hiccup growled back._

_"That's like saying you do not want to be my brother. You cannot escape the facts!" Toothless said._

_"Well, maybe I do not want to be your brother, if this is what that means." Hiccup said, gesturing at the death and destruction that surrounded them._

_"Well, go then! If you want to imagine that you are not a vampire, then you are not my brother! Not anymore!" Toothless said. With that, Hiccup stood, spat at Toothless' feet, and growled at his former brother._

_"No longer am I your brother, and no longer are you my kin, may we stay out of each other's lives, as long as we both shall live." Hiccup recited, looking at Toothless with a hard glare. And with that, Hiccup sped off, running away from the pain he was feeling. _

_Hiccup knew that he couldn't stop being a vampire, but he thought that his brother would be there for his forever, like they said so long ago. But now, it was a lie. All a lie, and in that instant Hiccup realized that nothing lasted forever. _

_Hiccup had all this life to think about things, but he knew what he was going to do. He was going to protect the good people out there, who had futures and lives and families and jobs, because if he couldn't do it for himself, well dammit, he was going to do it for others. _

_ ..._

Hiccup came back to reality with a quick and electrifying jolt. His fingers untangled out of his hair and he was breathing hard, although he didn't really have to breathe. He was also shaking.

_No longer am I your brother_…

Hiccup sat up and paced the floor. Toothless swore to never interfere with his life again, why was he really coming to him now?

_And no longer are you my kin_…

Hiccup's head was swimming, and the sun was starting to rise.

_May we stay out of each other's lives…_

Hiccup threw open his door and walked out, slowly making his way to Jack's house. He needed some time to think and calm down his nerves.

_For as long as we both shall live._

Hiccup meant the oath his told Toothless, why didn't Toothless?

* * *

><p><strong>Hi guys, so I just wanted to hop right into this. Little backstory there. Does it all make sense now? I hope it does. <strong>

**Leave me a review! Tell me what you want to see in this story, because I have an idea, but everything is welcome (everything but smut!)**

**Thanks! **


	8. Chapter 8

**Well, howdy everyone. it's been a while right? sorry... I hope this is okay. **

**Disclaimer: I don't own HTTYD of ROTG.**

**enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Morning meant new promises for Jack, and more torment for Hiccup. Hiccup let himself into Jack's house as quiet as a mouse, and went into his room. Jack was sleeping peacefully. Hiccup smiled gently, and walked over to the sleeping boy. He placed a feather-light kiss on Jack's forehead, and Jack smiled in his sleep.<p>

Hiccup turned around, and if he had a heart, it would have skipped a beat. Jack had a dresser that had a mirror on top of it. What Hiccup saw, though, mortified him.

"_Cute choice, Hic. –Toothless_" was what a piece of paper read, that was taped to the mirror. Hiccup snatched it and stuffed it into his jacket pocket. He was starting to get more and more annoyed with his brother by the second. He walked over to Jack and ruffled his hair.

"Jack?" Hiccup said, shaking his shoulder. "Jack, it's time to wake up." He hated the feeling of acting like a mother, but it had to be done.

"Hiccup…?" Jack asked sleepily, a smile forming on his lips. "Waddaya doin' here so early?"

"Getting you up for school, idiot," Hiccup said lovingly.

"Shit…" Jack groaned, throwing himself back down on his bed. "Don't make me Hiccup…" Jack whined. Hiccup laughed, as he moved Jack around so he could stand him up.

"Get ready for school, you goof," Hiccup said good-naturedly.

Pretty soon, the pair were off to school. Classes went by as normal, Hiccup waiting for Jack, but the day seemed off. Hiccup was tense. Was Toothless stalking him? What was up with his ex-brother, anyway?

"Hey, Hic, are you okay?" Jack asked nervously, biting his bottom lip. "You seem a bit out of it today…"

"I'm fine," Hiccup replied easily. Jack raised his eyebrow. "No, seriously, I am. I'm not… _sick_ again, if that's what you mean." Hiccup said, referring to his thirst for blood. Jack sighed.

"Good," Jack said, slipping his hand into his boyfriend's. "Are you sure you aren't telling me something?" Jack asked as he was ushered to his next class.

"Uh… my brother paid me a visit," Hiccup said, struggling to keep his face straight and his voice uncaring.

"You have a brother?" Jack asked, surprised. Well, this was the first he heard about _this_.

"Yeah, we sorta disowned each other like… two hundred years ago, give or take a few." Hiccup said. Jack pulled him to a halt, making a scene.

"So you aren't the only one with family issues, huh?" Jack said. He had problems with his own family; his uncle never at home, his parents death at a young age, his sister… Jack knew it was better to talk about these things. They gave you room to heal. But somehow he doubted that talking would patch up a wound that had two hundred years to fester.

"Tell me," Jack said, squeezing Hiccup's hand.

"I'll uh… tell you later," Hiccup said uncomfortably. He didn't want Jack to know about Toothless, but he knew his little dork; Jack was as stubborn as a mule, and always got his way… especially when it came to Hiccup, he was a sucker for those crystal blue eyes. But if you asked him, Hiccup would deny everything while Jack just laughed.

Jack sighed, planning to hold Hiccup to his word, and they trudged Jack the rest of the way to his class. Just as Jack was reaching for the classroom door, Hiccup pinned him to the wall and kissed him passionately. Jack didn't refuse until he needed oxygen, and by that exact moment, the bell rang.

"See ya after class, Snowflake," Hiccup purred. He pressed a chaste kiss on Jack forehead and let go of him, walking away briskly to get to his own class. Dazed and blushing like an idiot, Jack walked inside his classroom. No one asked why he was a second late.

Hiccup let out an unnecessary sigh. He wanted to let Jack know how much he cared before anything bad happened to either of them… _if_ anything bad happened to either of them, Hiccup corrected. As long as Jack wasn't harmed, Hiccup would do what Toothless wanted without question.

"Hello, brother," someone drawled from a mid-morning shadow. Hiccup whipped around, spotting Toothless in the dark.

"What are you doing here?" Hiccup asked indifferently.

"Just checking up on my little brother, who's doing the right thing and getting an education! HA!" Toothless said, the last part of his sentence warped by a faux-innocent voice.

"Whatever, at least I'm smarter than you ever will be," Hiccup quipped. Toothless glared, his fangs flashing dangerously. Hiccup just chuckled; those things couldn't leave a dent in him. "What do you want? Seriously, this time?" Hiccup asked.

"I want you to come back, Hamish," Toothless said solemnly, using Hiccup's long-forgotten birth name. "I want us to fix what we broke all those years ago. I want us to be family again."

"I may be all that you have left, Timothy, but that doesn't mean that it's the same for me," Hiccup replied smoothly, dragging Toothless' birth name into the mix just to get even.

"What if I was all that you had left? What about then?" Toothless said, his fangs flashing again in an unearthly evil smile. Hiccup's expression hardened, his hands balling into fists.

"That's never going to happen," Hiccup growled, feeling his fangs peek out from his gums. "Not while I'm here, it's not."

"Getting angry, I see," Toothless said. "Come with me, little brother, and a single hair on your lover's head wouldn't be harmed."

"Fuck off, Timothy," Hiccup spat, speeding off back to Jack classroom. He would wait there for a thousand years just to see Jack walk out that door okay.

Toothless just smiled. They say love is stronger than death… He could prove that theory wrong. Once Jack has a little 'accident,' Hiccup would have nothing to live for, and be crawling back to Toothless. And then Red Death would be happy. Red Death could get what he wants. Red Death could have his army. All Toothless had to do was wait… it was easy for him now, though; Toothless spent one hundred years waiting for Hiccup to fall in love with one of the mortals he fought so hard to protect, a couple days was nothing to him.

* * *

><p><strong>oh geez... I realized how bad of a chapter ending this was. im so sorry. I hope you all love it though! Please review (flames accepted) <strong>


	9. Chapter 9

Class ended, and Hiccup was there, waiting dutifully for Jack to leave his classroom. Once the white-haired male did so, Hiccup's arm wrapped around his waist and hugged him close.

"So, you're going to tell me, right?" Jack said. He was naturally curious. Jack didn't even know Hiccup had a brother, and he wanted to know what was up and why Hiccup was uncomfortable with this

"Of course I am," Hiccup replied, kissing Jack's temple softly. "Are you suggesting that I'm a liar?" He said, smiling.

"You? A liar? Never!" Jack said, laughing. "So… tell me," Jack said.

"Not… not here," Hiccup said, oddly stuttering. Jack knew something was wrong. Hiccup almost never stuttered.

"Then let's head to my place," Jack said, walking with a purpose now. Hiccup only pulled him back, his arm still around Jack's shoulders.

"No," Hiccup said firmly. "He… he's up to something, and… and he knows where you live."

"Okay…" Jack said. "That's not creepy at all…" Jack rolled his eyes.

"It's… definitely something," Hiccup said. "I don't want you going anywhere without me, okay?"

"You sound like a worried mother," Jack said, rolling his eyes. "I'll be fine,"

"No, I'm pretty extra sure that you won't," Hiccup said, pulling Jack closer to him. "Look, Toothless… has a thing for blood and theatrics. And grudges."

"Okay, tell me what this whole thing is about, like now please," Jack said. Hiccup looked around, and then pulled Jack to Berk's park. They sat down at the abandoned bench, Hiccup still looking around wildly.

"Alright, we were kids when we were changed."

"Obviously," Jack said, rolling his eyes.

"We spent a while just wandering around, figuring things out as we went along. Then we met a band of ruthless people that never stopped killing. Toothless loved it, but I started hating just killing people for fun, you know? I told him I didn't want to kill anymore, he yelled at me and asked me if there was any other way. Somehow, it turned into me saying that I didn't want to be his brother if killing things was involved. We disowned each other, and swore to never bother one another again, and haven't seen him since then," Hiccup said.

"So why is he bugging you all of a sudden? Why did he come back?" Jack asked. Hiccup sighed.

"I have no fucking clue, Jack, but I'm not letting you out of my sight," He said.

"Aw, well, aren't you protective…" Jack said.

"Shut up, this is serious,"

"This is like a really bad Twilight movie, with you getting all defensive and protective…" Jack cooed.

"… You really had to compare me to those shiny actors, didn't you?" Hiccup said, glaring at Jack.

"Yeah, pretty much," Jack said. "I mean, you're hotter than any of them so…"

"All is forgiven," Hiccup said, kissing Jack's cheek quickly. "Just don't do it again."

"Deal,"

…

Weeks passed by as the boys feel into a comfortable pattern. Hiccup eventually changed his schedule to have it match Jack's exactly, so he could keep an eye on him. After school, Hiccup and Jack would go do something, after their homework was finished, of course. Then, when Jack fell asleep, Hiccup would stay up and watch his boyfriend, making sure nothing happened. Hiccup didn't hear or see Toothless in those weeks, but every moment of peace had to be ruined.

There had to be a calm before the storm.

Toothless had a plan, he knew exactly what he was doing. Red Death would be pleased; soon, he would have his final link, soon he would have his army. All Toothless needed to do was break his brother, and make him come crawl back to the cult. Yes, Hiccup was his brother, but he felt no guilt; every human emotion was stamped out of him years ago. He embraced his immortality, it was time Hiccup did also.

So, one night, when Hiccup and Jack were walking around a park, Toothless decided it was his time to strike. With a smirk on his face, his razor sharp teeth barred, and his eyes glowing faintly in the dark, Toothless ran towards them. He barreled into Hiccup, knocking him to his feet.

"Hiccup!" Jack screeched. Toothless got up and smiled cruelly at Jack.

"Jack!" Hiccup yelled, getting to his feet. "Don't you dare-!" Hiccup shouted, grabbing Toothless' arm and spinning him away from Jack. Toothless was relentless, and him and Hiccup grappled a bit, all the while Jack backing up in shock.

"Run!" Hiccup shouted. "Run! Go get help! Get away from here!" Toothless took this advantage, and punched Hiccup square in the jaw, making him stagger and fall to the floor. Jack was crying now, hot tears flowing down his face, as he ran trying to get help. But it was no use, Toothless was behind him.

Suddenly, something was grabbing his shoulders, and Jack fell, tumbling face-first in the dirt, and rolling three times. When he opened his eyes, something was looming over him. The figure gave him a swift kick in the ribs, making Jack curl up in pain.

"Stop!" Jack heard Hiccup yell, his voice wavering , but coming closer. "Toothless, leave him alone!"

"Um… no," Toothless decided, flashing a blood-curdling smile in Hiccup's direction.

Before Hiccup could stumble over, Toothless aimed a hard kick at Jack's head. Jack felt pain, saw a flash of white light, watched everything fade to darkness, and then… nothing. He barely heard Hiccup's scream of terror as he blacked out.

* * *

><p><strong>I noticed how messed up the times are in this thing, and I'm so sorry. The wait was terrible for you guys, but finally, here it is. <strong>

**I hope you guys liked this! Review please!**
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**I'm super sorry for the long wait guys! This story will not be abandoned! **

**Um... sad parts in here. I'm sorry.**

**Disclaimer: I do not own HTTYD or ROTG. **

* * *

><p>"No!" Hiccup cried, his voice piercing the night like a steak knife would to a slab of butter: easily and without resistance. But it had no effect on Toothless. He had a mission to accomplish after all.<p>

Hiccup was running now, his eyes locked on Jack's lifeless body. He could still hear his sputtering heartbeat, and he could still see his chest rising and falling unsteadily, but hell, at least he was still alive. Toothless was forgotten as Hiccup collapsed to the ground on his knees, sliding across the sidewalk to Jack.

"Jack! Jack! C'mon Jack!" Hiccup was screaming desperately. Jack didn't move. Hot tears were flowing down Hiccup's face. "Don't… don't do this to me, c'mon…"

Toothless grabbed the back of Hiccup's neck, throwing him backwards, his brother landing a couple feet away on his back. Toothless stalked over to his brother, his fingers wiggling in anticipation. Hiccup was breathing harshly, although he didn't need to. Toothless' smile was deadly.

The menacing vampire swooped down over a shaken Hiccup, and reached out his hand. Again, wiggling his fingers, Toothless touched a place above Hiccup's navel, then his chest. Then, both hands pressed down his shoulders, connecting them with the sidewalk. Finally, Toothless took his hand and pressed his palm on Hiccup's forehead.

Vampire's Curse. Hiccup wouldn't be able to move without Toothless' consent, or until he lifted the curse.

Hiccup's green eyes clashed harshly with Toothless', glaring with a fury he didn't know he had.

"Take it off," Hiccup growled, the tears prickling his eyes like thorns, his limbs tingling with numbness.

"And why would I do that?" Toothless said innocently. He glanced over his shoulder at Jack, who's breathing became worse. "So you can save him?"

"Please…" Hiccup said, his voice breaking and a tear spilling out of his eye. "Please, just let me save him."

"Come on, Hiccup," Toothless drawled. "He's just a human,"

"NO!" Hiccup yelled. "He's not just a human! I love him! Just… Take the Curse off, let me save him… and I'll go with you. I'll do whatever you want."

"Would you really sacrifice yourself for somebody who's just going to die anyway?" Toothless said. "Think about it Hiccup, Jack only has a little bit of time left on this world… it wouldn't be doing anyone harm if he left now…"

"Don't!" Hiccup protested, squeezing his eyes shut. If he could move his head, cringe at just thinking about letting Jack die, or even clench his fists, he would have. Oh, _he would have_. "I care, okay? It'll be doing me harm. If he dies, I'll go insane and I'll never be any service to you. All I'm asking is that you let me save him…"

"Save him by what, Hiccup?" Toothless shouted. "Making him one of us? That'll be harmful to all of us. That's not a solution to everything."

"I never said it was an answer!" Hiccup yelled. "In… in small doses, vampire venom can heal the most fatal wounds a human could have."

"Hmm… Someone's done their research," Toothless drawled. Jack gave a shuttering breath.

"TOOTHLESS GODDAMMIT! LET ME HEAL HIM OR I'M NOT DOING ANYTHING YOU WANT ME TO!" Hiccup yelled. He was trying the best that he could to move, to try to get to Jack, to try and save him, but without Toothless lifting that stupid Curse… he was frozen and unmoving.

"Fine," Toothless said, his index finger lightly touching his own forehead. Hiccup was on his feet in an instant, at Jack's side in no time flat. "You get two minutes,"

"Jack…" Hiccup said, moving his boyfriend's snow white hair a little. By that simple movement alone, Hiccup could tell that there was a dent in his skull from where Toothless killed him. "Jack, it's… it's going to be okay…"

Clearly, talking wasn't helping anything. Hiccup tilted Jack face toward him, and kissed the pale lips hungrily.

But it wasn't just a kiss. Slowly, Hiccup let his fangs come out, and he let his venom seep into Jack's mouth and down the unconscious-boy's throat without biting. Hiccup let his tongue run over his top teeth, his fangs going back into hiding, as he pulled away from the kiss. He ran his finger slowly across Jack's lips, wiping off his own saliva and the silvery substance that was his venom.

"Pity, how you'll never see him again after this," Toothless said. Hiccup tried to drown him out, he really did, but his brother's voice seeped into his brain and circled around. Tears welled up in Hiccup's eyes again, but he blinked them away slowly.

_He's trying to get me to waste my time but arguing with him_, Hiccup thought, and with a deep, and highly unnecessary, breath, Hiccup refocused on Jack.

He let his fingers run through his hair again, and his eyes slowly memorized the look of Jack. From underneath his fingers, Jack's skull was filling out, everything going back to where it needs to be. Jack's breathing steadied, and his sputtering heartbeat regulated. Hiccup let out an ironic laugh at the quickness of his venom.

And Jack's eyes fluttered open. The crystal blue orbs locked onto Hiccup's green ones, and a smile spread across Jack's face.

"Hiccup…" Jack said weakly. Hiccup cupped his cheek.

"I'm right here," Hiccup replied.

"Not for long," Toothless said in the background.

"Jack, listen to me." Hiccup said, a sense of urgency in his voice. "When we leave, go home. Live your life. Graduate. Go to college. Find someone you love, have a family, grow old. Do everything you wanted to do. Forget me. Please just forget me. Pretend this is a dream. All it ever was was a dream. I'm not real. Not anymore…" Hiccup struggled to keep in the tears. Oh, how it hurt to say those words.

"Hiccup what are you…?" Jack said, letting the words sink in. His eyes widened. "No… no, Hiccup, don't. please don't leave me. You're the only person who has ever-."

"Don't." Hiccup cut in.

"You know Pitch'll only…"

"I know."

"Then why are you doing this?"

"Because I love you," Hiccup said.

"Time to go, love birds." Toothless said, grasping the back of Hiccup's clothing tightly. Hiccup's thumb slid across Jack's cheek once, tears shining in all their glory.

"It's because I love you," Hiccup whispered.

And then Toothless took off running, Hiccup stumbling behind him, still being held by the back of his clothing. Jack laid there for a while, not trying to process it all, but trying to make sense of it.

He was supposed to be dead. Toothless kicked him hard enough. For a moment, Jack thought he was dead. But he could hear Hiccup yelling, and Toothless' calm responses. He felt a bolt of white-hot energy flow through him, he just didn't understand why… and when he had woken up, it was like nothing was wrong with him…

_"Then why are you doing this?"_

_"Because I love you." _

Those two phrases rang in Jack's head over and over and over again. Hiccup loved him, but he wanted him to forget all about him?

Jack blinked, revelation hitting him where it hurt. Hiccup saved him. He risked it all, he sold his soul to Toothless… just to save Jack.

Tears flooded Jack's eyes, and there was no resistance to when they overflowed. He lost the one person in his life that loved him for who he was, and who would never try to change him, and who would always be there for him, and there was nothing Jack could do about it. Hiccup was long gone.

Jack struggled to get on his feet, and when he did, he shuffled his way home.

There was no way this was happening. Jack would go to sleep, and when he wakes up, it would all be a really bad nightmare. Hiccup would be there to help him through it, just like he always was.

* * *

><p><strong>I made up the Vampire's Curse, and the fact that vampire venom is silver. In my world, that's just how it is.<strong>

**Please leave a review! It helps a lot with motivation and confidence. And it let's me know that I'm doing at least something :D**

**I love you all! Thanks for reading, and thank you everyone who has favorited, followed, or reviewed so far! I love you forever!**

**-HB**


	11. Chapter 11

**Hello everyone! I'm sorry for the wait again... this was going to be longer, but I wanted you guys to know that I didn't give up on this, so here ya go!**

**DISCLAIMER: I DON'T OWN HTTYD OR ROTG.**

* * *

><p>When I got home, North was already there. I guess it was one of those days where he was home sort of early. He was sitting on the couch, munching on some cookies. I just trudged through, too numb to really say anything.<p>

"Jack!" North exclaimed. "Where have you been?"

"Out," I replied blandly. "I don't feel good. I'm going to bed." I didn't even wait for his response, and I just went to my room.

I collapsed onto my bed. This couldn't be happening. Everything was blended together in a blur of events and words and colors. I couldn't make sense of anything, but tonight's events kept replaying in my head.

A tear ran down my face, and it was like a dam was broken. I curled into a ball, clutching my pillow furiously, and cried. He was gone. Hiccup was gone.

I think I fell asleep crying, or I blacked out. I couldn't tell the difference. The next time I woke up, it was weird to not have Hiccup next to me. I pushed it out of my mind as fast as I could. I got dressed, washed my face, and went to the kitchen. North was there, making a pot of coffee.

"Morning Jack!" He greeted. I grunted. "You alright, son?" He asked.

"Fine, just tired," I replied. I poured myself a glass of orange juice and chugged it quickly. "I'm going to school. See you later."

"I'll be home normal time, Jack." North said.

"Got it." I replied. "Bye." I slung my backpack on my shoulder, my voice emotionless, and I walked out of the house. The walk to school was empty, quiet, and miserable. It felt like there was this hollow hole in my chest where my heart should have been. My stomach was twisted in knots, and I felt like I was going to be sick any second now.

_Hiccup wasn't with me. He's not here._

But he saved me. He sacrificed his freedom for my life.

_I'm going to die anyways._

But you can live knowing that he loves you enough to give everything up for you.

_I didn't want him to give everything up._ _I want him here…_

And then I was at school. My feet must have their own agenda, because I don't remember anything about how I got here. Classes were okay, the only thing different was that Hiccup wasn't there to walk me to my next class. But I managed. That's what he wanted me to do, right? Live my life, be happy…

_How can I be happy when he was the only one who cared? Doesn't he know that?! He was most likely the only person I will ever be happy with and now he's gone! _

The pity party stopped when I tripped on my way to lunch. I wasn't usually the clumsiest person around, and I haven't been tripping lately… but I knew that someone tripped me. It was a good thing I caught myself in time. I turned around sharply, and saw Pitch and his Fearlings looking at me, laughing.

"Where's your guard dog, Frost?" Pitch quipped, and I didn't have the energy to make a comeback. I turned around and continued walking. There was no use in saying anything. Those low-lives don't deserve it.

I think everyone who looked my way saw the difference immediately. My shoulders were slumped and my posture wasn't the greatest. My hair was more unruly than usual, and I looked like I didn't give a shit anymore. Well, I didn't. Not all that much. I didn't give a shit about school, that's for sure. There was so many things I could be doing, but I have to be here…

* * *

><p>"Welcome back, Hamish," Red Death drawled, circling around Hiccup as if he was a piece of meat that he just bought from the butcher. It was creepy and made his skin crawl, but he endured it. He had to.<p>

"I was never here in the first place, so this can't be a 'welcome back.'" Hiccup said, trying to wipe the glower off his face and replace it with a blank expression. It didn't go very well. Red Death grabbed his chin, and made him look the man in the eyes. The deep red eyes.

Red Death looking just like a human. He had a slightly sunburned complexion, and everything else about him was mostly normal. But his teeth were sharpened to a point that could cut steel in half with a touch and his tongue was forked, much like a snake's. His nails grew out about two inches, also razor-sharp. And of course his eyes were always red, always. No matter if he ate or not. Some say he literally had eyes in the back of his head, but Hiccup didn't believe that one bit. He always wore a black robe that dragged across the floor as he walked, as if the robe was an illustration of destruction: following wherever he goes.

"You do not talk back to me." Red Death said sternly. Hiccup just challenged him, not with words but with a black stare.

"What do you want with me?" Hiccup said. Red Death released his chin, thrusting him back violently and making him stumble a couple feet backwards.

"No one leaves my horde," Red Death growled. "You committed. You cannot back out."

"I think I did back out." Hiccup said. Red Death smacked him across the face.

"I do not want anything to come out of your mouth again, or I will cut your tongue out." He said.

"I don't see that happening." Hiccup said. Messing with this guy was all too fun. "My tongue will only grow back."

"Then I will gouge out your eyes and see if you will disobey me again." Red Death threatened, stepping into Hiccup's personal space.

"Then I would be useless to you and your cause." Hiccup said.

"Listen here," The man said, red eyes sizzling and burning through everything they made contact with… except Hiccup. He grabbed Hiccup by the hair, and Hiccup didn't even flinch as his head was tilted up roughly. "I know about your little human toy. I'd be a good solider if I were you, Hamish."

Hiccup's face screwed up into a scowl, wanting with all his soul to punch this man in the face and run for it. But he knew that it would take more than a punch to knock this one off it's feet. So… Hiccup did the only thing that he could have. He slumped, having Red Death be the only thing holding him up.

"Yes Master…" He mumbled, closing his eyes tightly.

* * *

><p>After school, Jack was walking back home. Quickly, too. He was wasting no time. But… Pitch and the Fearlings had their eyes set on their target, now defenseless, and they were going in for the kill.<p>

"You didn't answer me before, Frost," Pitch drawled. "Where's your guard dog?"

"If you're going to hurt me, do it quick." Jack said, cringing at how hard his words had sounded. "I have homework to do, and I don't want to have to put up with you."

The beating that followed was harsh, longer than intended, yet less satisfying at the same time. Throughout the punches, kicks, shoves, and words, Jack didn't utter a peep. All the anger and frustration the Pitch of the Fearlings had was poured out all over Jack, leaving him battered and bruised. He couldn't move, but at least he felt as bad on the outside than he did on the inside.

The pain actually helped, and Jack welcomed it. He was already in pain mentally, anything extra wouldn't be noticed. He trekked home slowly with a limp, a busted lip, and even lower spirits. Of course, North wasn't home when he arrived at the house. He just went to his room and drowned himself with homework, hoping that would help him get his mind off everything. Homework didn't help at all, and Jack resolved on fixing his lip and looking himself over for bruises as his pastime.

I wish he was here…

* * *

><p><strong>yeah... sorry. I hope you still love this. Thank you for reading. It means the world to me. Leave a review if you want.<strong>

**Thanks!**

**~HB**


	12. Chapter 12

**Hi guys! So, here's another chapter!**

**So, I am infamous for messing up any fight scene that comes to mind, so sorry about all that. And the rest of the HTTYD gang come into play! yaaay!**

**Warning: the burning of evil, crazy, psychopathic vampire dictators. you have been warned.**

* * *

><p>Hiccup was thrown into a room, more like a cavern really, but the point is he was alone. The room was made of rock, the walls slick with mildew and the floor cold and hard. He didn't need to sleep, but he would rather fall asleep than await the horrors that were sure to accompany him in the room. He slumped against the wall, and hit his head hard against the rock.<p>

_At least Jack was safe_…

Noise echoed throughout the cavern, filling Hiccup's ears with jubilant cries and carefree laughter. He scrunched his eyes shut and ignored everything. But the noises got louder, and Hiccup couldn't find it in himself to stay quiet anymore. He was angry, he was defeated, and he was tired. He wanted to fade into oblivion and these things were causing him not to be able to. This was the last straw.

"Will you please shut up?" He yelled, none too nicely, his voice carrying out of the cavern and into the tunnels outside. The noises stopped and then a smattering amount of footsteps sounded. Hiccup was curious on why this was, until ten people crowded the mouth of the room he was in. And he couldn't bring himself to care.

"God, they weren't kidding…" A blonde-haired girl gasped, pushing her way into the room and stalking across it to reach Hiccup. "We thought they were kidding." Her blue eyes had an unnatural gleam to them, but they were nothing compared to Jack's. Even with vampire-perfection, her eyes looked dull compared to Jack's crystal blues. Hiccup was roughly pulled to his feet, and he didn't utter a word.

"I told you it wasn't a rumor!" A wide and muscular blonde-haired guy said. Then everyone walked inside the cave, and circled around Hiccup.

"You're the Hamish everyone's been chattering about?" Some girl said, scoffing.

"Ha! Not much!" A boy said, looking as if he could have been the girl's twin.

"Who are you?" Hiccup asked.

They turned out to be Astrid, Stormfly, Fishlegs, Meatlug, Snotlout, Hookfang, Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Barf and Belch. They've been under control of Red Death since… well, just about forever, they said. The power he wielded made them forget mostly everything, and apparently, one of those things was time perception. Hiccup guessed they've been in these caves for about a hundred years, give or take a couple years.

"So, what are you in for?" Snotlout asked, batting his eyelashes mockingly at me. Hookfang pushed his face away from mine, and I blinked at them.

"I-I didn't do anything." I said. "I'm Toothless' brother." They all gasped.

"You're Toothless' brother?" Fishlegs gasped.

"Isn't that what he just said?" Tuffnut said.

"I was going to say that!" Ruffnut yelled, launching herself at Tuffnut. They fought crazily, and Barf and Belch broke them up harshly, holding each other by the scruff of their necks.

"Do you guys always have to fight?" Stormfly said blandly.

"Guys, this is the thing we were waiting for!" Astrid said.

"What?" They all said, staring at her.

"All we needed was one more guy and the plan would have been perfect! And now that we have this guy…" Astrid said, throwing her arm around Hiccup's shoulders and shaking him slightly.

"We can get the heck out of here!" They all yelled in hushed voices (if that contradictory statement even made any sense). Hiccup pushed Astrid away from him, and stared at them bizarrely.

"What are you talking about?" He said, waving his hands around harshly. "I'm not helping you!"

"You want to get out of here, right?" Astrid said.

"There's someone out there who needs you more than anything?" Hookfang chimed in.

"Or maybe you need them?" Ruffnut asked. Hiccup just blinked at them. How could they have known?

"If you help us, you could go to them, and you wouldn't have to worry about Red Death or Toothless or any of us ever again." Fishlegs said.

"Hiccup, we need you." Meatlug said. Hiccup thought for a moment, looking down at his feet and rolling the situation over in his mind.

"I'm in." He said, a devilish smile on his face. The group smiled, and then huddled around and chattered in hushed voices.

* * *

><p>"Does everyone remember-?" Astrid said before Hiccup cut her off.<p>

"The plan's pretty straight-forward," He said, rolling his eyes at the blonde. "I think we know what we are doing." She stuck her tongue out at him, and he glared in her direction. That was all playfully of course.

All eleven of them slipped out of the little cave, walking confidently down the small and damp tunnels before suddenly stopping before another cavern's opening. They all shared looks, and Hiccup nodded. They all walked inside, no hesitation in their steps and with hard, far off looks in their eyes.

There, in that cavern, was Red Death and Toothless. The cavern was decorated intricately, torches on the walls giving off a pleasant orange glow, which reflected off the crystal chandelier that hung high above their heads nicely. Why there was a chandelier, well, no one knows, but it seemed to fit. There was a rug on the floor even. Red Death was sitting on a throne, and Toothless was standing off to the right of him. They were talking before the others walked in.

"What is the meaning of this?" Red Death asked. "I did not ask of you to come!" They all ignored him, and stood firmly in front of the two, not saying anything.

"Answer him!" Toothless snapped sharply. Astrid looked at everyone, and they all gave a simultaneous nod.

All eleven of them surged forward, ready to rip through Red Death and Toothless. Now, since this was 11 vs. 2, it should have been an easy win, a fight that barely lasted a couple minutes. But, Red Death had a lot more than them in his ranks, more vampires that were totally brainwashed, who would die for him, fight for him, kill for him. So, with a shrill yell that resounded messily through the cavern, Red Death called them.

The forces were so large that there wasn't a definite number for it. But they flooded the cavern, overwhelming the eleven. But they fought valiantly, and it wasn't a hard fight. The forces were weak, inexperienced, and they were completely under the control of Red Death. As much power as he wielded, he simply wasn't skilled enough to control all their movements at one time. As a last resort, he started edging out of the cavern, hopefully unnoticed as the fighting raged on.

But of course, they noticed. Snotlout yelled, and launched himself at Red Death. The two fought crazily, limbs flailing, punches thrown, jaws snapping, anything really.

Hiccup looked around frantically. The one person he wanted, the one person who he wanted to feel pain, was gone and out of his sight. He looked around quickly, trying to see where Toothless was. He had caused all this after all, if he would have just left him alone, this never would have happened!

Abnormally green eyes latched onto their target in an instant as they slipped out of the cavern unnoticed. Hiccup growled, and ran out, avoiding everyone in his path. Outside the cavern, it was dark, but that didn't bother Hiccup in the slightest. He didn't need light anyways.

Shadows moved and twisted in the darkness, but Hiccup was smarter than to actually fall for all that. He knew his own brother, and when the going went tough, well, Toothless was usually the first to get the hell out of there.

Hiccup rushed for the exit, and he knew that Toothless was already long gone. With a huff, he turned back to go and help the others. But apparently, they didn't need his help. All the extra forces that came were killed, and Red Death was tied up, lying on his stomach, and Meatlug was sitting on his back. Hiccup nearly laughed, but he kept it in (just barely).

"You guys really didn't need my help," Hiccup said earnestly. Astrid scoffed, but Snotlout was the one to answer.

"Yeah we did!" He said, not really elaborating, but Hiccup didn't question it.

"What are you going to do with him?" Hiccup asked, tilting his head a little and gesturing at Red Death. Meatlug, Hookfang, Barf and Belch laughed.

"The only thing we can," Stormfly said reasonably. She pulled a lighter out of her pocket and walked over to the tied up vampire. "Meatlug, off." She said tensely. Meatlug did as she was told, and scurried away quickly.

"No!" Red Death yelled, the sound of it sort of painful to hear. The desperation was so thick it was almost sickening. "No! You can't do this to me! You can't!"

"Watch me," Stormfly growled. She sparked the lighter and a little blue fame floated in the air. Then she set the guy on fire. Everyone stood there and watched as the flames engulfed him, and as he screamed and writhed in pain. The light was almost blinding, the screams deafening, and the relief in the air was almost tangible.

"What happened to Toothless?" Ruffnut asked. Hiccup looked at the floor.

"He got away." Hiccup said. "I'm going to find him."

"No." Fishlegs said. "You go see the person you love, we'll find him for you."

"Guys-" Hiccup protested. Sure, there was nothing more that he wanted to do than go see Jack, but with Toothless still out there, he didn't want to risk anything. And he certainly didn't want to abandon his newfound friends.

"Killing family is harder than killer an evil dictator that wants to rule mankind," Astrid said, and the statement rung with truth. "Just go, Hiccup." She said, her voice softer.

Hiccup only nodded. _Well, if they insist_… He ran out of the caves, and sprinted as fast as he could to Jack.

* * *

><p>"Jack," North said, looking at his nephew from across the dining room table. "Jack, look at me." Blue eyes trailed over and looked at the man. Those eyes were empty and blank, but there was unmistakable pain flooding them. North was sad to say that he hasn't noticed that before.<p>

"What is wrong?" North asked, trying to be direct.

"Nothing is wrong," Jack said as he started to slip away from the table. North was up and out of his seat in a blink of an eye, and he put a monstrous hand on Jack's shoulder.

"Something is wrong, Jack," North said. Jack just looked at his feet. "I don't want you to be like this anymore. Tell me what is wrong."

"Someone I loved is gone," Jack said, his voice hollow and monotonous. "And I don't think they're every coming back." He looked up quickly, and the expression on North's face hurt him more than anything.

"Hiccup?" He asked. A tear spilled out of Jack's eye instantly, and many other followed that. Jack didn't even wipe them away, didn't confirm what his uncle said, didn't let the words tumble out of him. He stood there, hard as stone, and looked blankly up at his uncle.

"May I go?" Jack asked, his voice surprisingly steady for someone in his state. North opened his mouth, probably to say that it wasn't the best idea, when Jack continued. "I can't stay here… there's too much…" Jack wanted to say "_too much to remember_" but he simply couldn't get the words out. North sighed and pulled Jack into a hug. When the boy didn't react, he let go.

"You can go." North said. "But take your phone and be back by nine." Jack didn't answer, and he walked out of the house nonchalantly.

He really didn't know where he was going. His feet took him wherever they wanted to go, and he had no say in it whatsoever. The tears slowly dried on his cheeks, their stains still on his face as he walked. His hands were stuffed into his hoodie's pocket, clutching his phone tightly.

When Jack looked up, he saw where he was: Hiccup's house. He nearly cried out in anger, despair, hurt, or something to that extent, but instead, his feet moved, and took him into the house.

There was a picture of them on a little coffee table, smiling and laughing not necessarily for the camera. Jack put the picture down numbly, the dull thump of his heart the only thing that broke the silence that hung over him. Jack sat on the couch gingerly, as if it would burst into ash if he was too rough, and he just sat there for the longest time.

"Hiccup…" Jack said weakly.

"He's not here."

"AH!"

* * *

><p><strong>Cliffhanger. Whoops~ Sorry about that, I really wanted to get the next chapter out to you guys :D<strong>

**I hope you liked it! please review!**

**Thanks for reading!**

**-HB**


	13. Chapter 13

**Final Chapter guys! (I suck at fight scenes, so I'm sorry in advance)**

**Disclaimer: I do not own ROTG or HTTYD**

* * *

><p>"He's not here, you know," Toothless said, slinking out of the shadows and walking towards Jack lazily. "He's gone."<p>

"Get… Get away from me…" Jack said, getting off the couch and backing away from the pale teen with the intense green eyes and black hair. Toothless just moved in closer, a deadly smile playing on his lips.

"You don't tell me what to do…" He growled.

* * *

><p>Hiccup stumbled on top of Jack's porch, and knocked on the door furiously, not pausing for a second. The door was flung open by North, and Hiccup was about to rush inside when he saw the huge Santa-look-alike in the doorway. North looked at the boy in front of him, and didn't know whether he should smile or be angry or confused.<p>

"Hiccup?" He asked, confused. Jack said he was gone forever, didn't he?

"Mr. North!" Hiccup said. "Where's Jack? Can I see him?" He asked frantically, his eyes darted over the man's shoulder, checking to see if Jack was behind him. North just frowned.

"You just missed him. He went out not too long ago…" North said. "Sorry, 'm boy."

"Dammit…" Hiccup breathed inaudibly, looking down on the floor quickly, then back up at North. "Thank you!" He said hastily, scrambling away and running down the street. North watched him go, blinking quickly in shock.

He didn't know someone could run that fast.

Once Hiccup was out of sight, he took a deep breath, sniffing the air cautiously. It was a primitive way to find someone, he was sure, but it was the only thing that could help him at this point and time. And… there! The smell of freshly fallen snow, pine, and a hint of peppermint wafted in the air, and his heart thumped heavily in his chest.

His feet moved before he could register the movement. He was running again, faster than he should have to keep himself out of the spotlight. But he just passed everything by in a blur, not even breathing heavily or watching where he was going half the time. He just followed the trail, imagining Jack walking down this road, alone and broken and scared…

He skidded to a halt, and recognized where he was. His house? Why would Jack be here? He sniffed again, and there was no doubt that he was there. He was up the stairs in a millisecond, and was bursting through the door before a one-second-mark (you know, if someone was actually timing this).

What he saw didn't necessarily surprise him, but it made his blood boil with rage. Toothless was backing Jack up in a corner, sneering that stupid little sneer of his. Hiccup ran silently across the room, and tackled Toothless before anyone could react or know that he was there.

Jack stumbled backwards, afraid at first. _What was going on?_ But he recognized the person and he gasped.

"Hiccup!" He said, more to himself than anyone else. But Hiccup heard, and he smiled brightly. He pushed down his bubbly emotions at seeing Jack again, because Toothless was struggling from under him.

Hiccup threw punch after punch at Toothless' face, each one earning an impressive _crunch_ in response. But it took more than a couple of punches to kill a vampire, that was for sure. Toothless struggled, and he flipped suddenly so Hiccup was pressed against the floor and he was at an advantage.

The smaller of the two was never one to give up when the odds were against him, though, so when Hiccup was pressed against the floor, he worked his legs up, and kicked Toothless away from him, and he flew across the room.

"Jack, go! Get out of here!" Hiccup said, grabbing Jack's hand in an attempt to drag him away from danger. Jack wrenched his hand away from Hiccup's grip in defiance.

"I'm not leaving you!" Jack yelled fiercely. Toothless growled and clambered back onto his feet lightning-quick. Hiccup saw something in his eyes, a flicker of a calculation behind those orbs that made his stomach churn. Toothless launched himself towards Jack, and the boy flinched…

But Hiccup saw it coming. He ran over and tackled Toothless before he could do anything to the innocent bystander _that refused to move_. They wrestled for a bit, and Toothless landed a kick on Hiccup's ribs. Something cracked, but neither of them stopped fighting. The younger of the two was seriously considering using the Vampire's Curse on his brother when the older pinned him to the floor and leapt to his feet. Hiccup grabbed at Toothless' ankles fiercely, and Toothless fell to the floor, face hitting the floor so hard there was a dent afterwards.

"Jack, get me the matches!" Hiccup hissed. Jack jerked into action, his hands shaking furiously as he dug through one of the drawers to find the box of matches Hiccup was talking about. As soon as his hands latched onto the small box, Jack broke out into a run and nearly tripped as he handed the matches over to Hiccup.

"Get back…" Hiccup said, looking at Jack, and green eyes met blue for the first time in what seemed like forever, and it felt like they couldn't look away. But Jack blindly stumbled backwards, and when he fell on his butt, he still scrambled as far away from the two as possible.

"You're going to kill me now, Hamish?" Toothless asked, his voice muffled by the floor. Hiccup just pressed down harder as he tried to light a match with one hand. Obviously, it wasn't working. Toothless saw his opportunity, and threw Hiccup backwards. Hiccup flipped, his feet nearly hitting his mouth, and he was completely flabbergasted. Toothless sprang up and was in front of Jack not even a millisecond later. He roughly pulled Jack up on his feet, and crashed their lips together.

Hiccup growled, and light the match quickly. He threw Toothless away from Jack, and pinned him to the ground. Then he dropped the match onto his body, and he instantly sprang up in flames. The room filled with smoke and the smell of burning flesh, and Hiccup coughed. Jack had fallen on the floor before Toothless was ignited. Quickly, Hiccup scooped up Jacks body and ran him outside the house just before the house could burn up in flames.

The vampire laid Jack down onto the soft grass and brushed his white hair away from his eyes. His eyes were scrunched up in pain, and Hiccup's eyes widened. He bent down, and pressed his ear to Jack's chest. His heart was sputtering, almost struggling to keep beating. And Jack started writhing in pain.

"No!" Hiccup yelled, because he figured it out. He should have known sooner. He should have known that Toothless' last action would have been to make him jealous, but to destroy the one thing he loved.

Because now, lying on the grass and groaning inhumanly, Jack was slowly dying.

Hiccup saw it now, the blood trickling down Jack's mouth where Toothless had sank his fangs hungrily.

"No…" Hiccup said. "Nononononono… Jack, don't die…" But Jack was unable to answer him.

The most horrible idea came to him, but would he go through with it? Hiccup himself hated his existence, but he couldn't live without the dying boy in front of him. Would he force Jack to have his own fate?

Hiccup didn't dwell on this for a second. He let his fangs be exposed, and he carefully bit into every part of Jack that he could: mouth, neck, shoulder blade, arm… anything and everything. Anything to save him.

The stench of the smoke grew stronger, and Hiccup knew that Toothless was dead, and the house was slowly going up in flame as he sat there. But he kept biting, and soon, Jack was covered with little puncture marks. Hiccup looked at Jack in horror, and tears started to well in his eyes.

His venom should have been working by now.

Hiccup pressed his ear to Jack's chest again, just in time to hear his heart sputter on last time, and then stop. Jack grew still.

And Hiccup broke down. Red hot tears flowed down his face as he sat over Jack's body, clutching at his shirt and wailing.

He shouldn't have been so stupid to actually believe that any of this would work out.

All Hiccup did was ruin everything he came across, what made Jack any different? Now he was dead, stone-cold on the ground, and it was all because of Hiccup.

In all his extendedly long life, Hiccup never knew that he could cry as hard as he was now. He didn't need to breathe, but he was gasping for breath, his fingers turning numb because of how tightly he was hold Jack's shirt in his hands.

The house started to burn through, the windows breaking because of the heat and licking at the oxygen that was outside. But Hiccup didn't care. He didn't need anything now… because all that matter was Jack and now he was dead.

* * *

><p>Jack felt like he was trapped. He was conscious, but he couldn't move, or breathe, or speak, or hear, or see. He felt an icy cold sensation run over him, and in a second's time, the feeling turned into intense heat. He felt like he was being ripped apart, inch by mortal inch, as if his entire being was being obliterated. Nothing seemed real. He was sure he was dead, dead, or in Hell, because he was certain this wasn't what Heaven was like.<p>

The pain started to subside, and Jack could hear. But was he hearing right? Because the only sounds that flooded his ears were that of flames crackling angrily, and someone crying nearby. Exactly what had happened?

Feeling, sight, and breathing came next, but he found out that the latter wasn't needed. His eyes opened slightly, but nothing made sense. All he saw was the sky. And he felt a pressure on his chest.

Jack moaned, confused. He still couldn't move or speak, but at least he did something. He was alive. The crying stopped, but the flames raged on, and the rancid odor of burning flesh fused in the air.

"Wha-?" Someone asked, their voice thick with emotion. Jack opened his eyes more, and his felt his mouth twitch into a smile.

"Hiccup?" Jack asked.

"Oh my gods!" Hiccup yelled, helping Jack to sit up, and right after hugging the hell out of him. "Never scare me like that ever again!" He said, his fingers curling into Jack's white hair. Jack hugged Hiccup for dear life.

"So am I like you now?" Jack asked lightly. Hiccup relaxed his grip on him, but didn't let go.

"Yeah, you are." Hiccup said. "But there's no evil people that want to rule the world anymore, so everything's back to normal."

"As normal as anything could be," Jack said, laughing a bit.

"Yeah, because when is anything ever normal?" Hiccup quipped. They both stood up, and Jack coughed. "Hungry?" Hiccup asked. All Jack could do was nod as he coughed again. "C'mon, I know this amazing restaurant…"

Hiccup led Jack to the blood bank, his arm wrapped around Jack's waist firmly, as if he was scared she was going to disappear. The farther they walked, the more Hiccup noticed about Jack; all the scars that he should have left when he bit him where gone, replaced by smooth skin, Jack was pale, and his hair had a whiter sheen to it (almost as if he freshly dyed it). His eyes were still the exact shade of blue they were before, and it was mesmerizing.

Jack was steered next to the back wall of the blood bank, and Hiccup looked into his eyes.

"I know it sucks, but wait here and try not to make too much noise, okay?" Hiccup said. Jack nodded, coughing into his fist a little quieter. Hiccup pressed a kiss to his forehead and took a step back. He looked up, and there was a slim window above him. Hiccup darted towards some boxes, and leapt off them, his fingers gripping the edge of the window tightly. He pulled himself up without difficulty and slipped through the window and into the blood bank.

Jack stood there, his throat burning as if hell was stuck in there, and he waited for Hiccup. Soon, he slipped out of the window and landed on the ground lightly. He pulled a pint of blood out from the inside of his jacket. Jack lunged at it, having no idea what made him move so fast, and gripped the bag tightly in his hands.

He didn't know what happened in between that, but all Jack knew was that he was blinking quickly and raising his head. Hiccup just chuckled at him, and all Jack could register was that the burning in his throat was no longer there. He unconsciously wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and when he looked at it, there was a smudge of blood there. In his other hand, there was the bag, looking like a deflated whoopee cushion. Jack looked at his hands in horror before dropping the bag and walking backwards. Hiccup stopped laughing and stepped towards him cautiously.

"What… what just happened?" Jack asked, appalled. "Did I… Did I just…?" Why would he ask that? Of course he did!

"Jack, look… it's okay…" Hiccup tried to soothe, but he knew it was practically pointless. The white-haired vampling was utterly shell-shocked at what he had just done.

"I-I… I didn't really think it would be this bad…" Jack said shakily, his red-stained lips turning up into a little smile. Hiccup smiled, relieved.

"It was your first time," Hiccup reasoned. "Your self-control will get better soon." Jack walked up to him and wrapped his arms around his neck. Then, not a second later, Hiccup was pulled into a kiss. When Jack broke away about a minute later, he wasn't gasping for air, since he didn't need it anymore.

"After all, we do have an eternity together," Jack said, happiness shining in his eyes and his lips pulled up into such a snarky smile that Hiccup couldn't help but pull him into another kiss.

* * *

><p>"Oh god, my uncle is going to kill me!" Jack groaned while laying on Hiccup's couch. "We can't tell him, can we?"<p>

"Do you want us to be killed?" Hiccup asked incredulously. Jack groaned again. "You could call and say that we're going on a trip for graduation, and then come and see him again when you have even control."

"But who knows how long that'll take?" Jack asked, sitting up and looking at Hiccup. "He could be dead before that." Hiccup looked back at him, and then his hand acted off it's own accord; he cupped Jack face and brushed it lightly with his thumb.

"It won't take that long." Hiccup assured. Jack was about to open his mouth to protest when Hiccup continued. "The fact that you're not going crazy and we're in the middle of a town is proof of that. It probably won't take long, maybe a month at this point. I just don't want anything happening."

Jack leaned into his hand and closed his eyes briefly before opening them again and letting a smile stretch across his face.

"I know you feel terrible." Jack said, raising his hand and touching the one that was caressing his face.

"All of this was my fault. Of course I feel terrible." Hiccup reasoned, his voice filled with sadness. Jack slipped closer to him. "I put you in danger. You almost died… twice. I broke your heart when I left. I caused Toothless to go after you. All of it was my fault."

"You saved me, Hiccup." Jack said with a small smile. "You got Pitch and his Nightmares to stop beating me up. You made sure I was alright when North couldn't be there. You showed me that there was more than just… this." Jack said gesturing to around them. "If… If you could go back in time and do this all over again… would you do it differently?" He asked.

"I wouldn't change a thing." Hiccup answered. Jack smiled. No one knew who moved first, or who started it, but the two were kissing. "I love you." Hiccup breathed.

"I love you too."

* * *

><p>"Are you guys leaving yet?" Astrid yelled from down the stairs.<p>

Hiccup rolled his eyes and shouted back at her: "Why are you so eager to get us out of here?" Jack sniggered at his response.

"This is my house you know!" Astrid yelled up.

"Hey!" Snotlout yelled.

"This is our house too!" The twins shouted. Jack and Hiccup came down the halls, smiles on their faces.

"Yes, we know," Jack replied a bit snarkily. "And thanks for letting us stay for a while." His voice was filled with sincerity. Astrid smiled a bit, and gave them both hugs.

"I might just miss you guys." Astrid muttered. "Maybe just a bit." Hiccup laughed a little and looked up at Astrid.

"Just a little?" He asked. She shot him a look and he didn't say anything else. They said their good byes to everyone else in the house, and with a bit of reluctance, the two left the beautiful house on the hillside.

Jack took a shaky and unnecessary breath, and his arms shook by his sides as they walked down the road. Hiccup took a sideways glance at him, and easily slide his arm around his waist and pulled him closer. They didn't have to say anything, mostly because Hiccup knew exactly what was on Jack's mind. Jack snuggled closer to him.

"Scared?" Hiccup asked.

"Nervous, really." Jack mumbled. "What if… what if…?"

"You've been preparing for this for three months, Jack." Hiccup said. "Two of those three months were just you being paranoid. Nothing is going to happen. And besides, I'm here, and I won't let anything happen to any of you."

"I think you've given me this lecture about a trillion times, and I swear to God, it does absolutely nothing to help me with my confidence issues." Jack said. Hiccup snorted at the bluntness of the statement.

"Well, at least you're honest…" Hiccup said sarcastically. "Just… act normal." He advised, knowing nothing else to say to him. They wound down roads, passed stoplights, shot friendly smiles at other pedestrians, and soon they were in familiar territory. Jack froze when he realized that they were standing right outside his Uncle's house.

"Jack…" Hiccup said, looking at him with genuine worry in his eyes.

"I have to do this." Jack said. "He's been worried sick about me, I have to at least see him." He swallowed harshly. "Everything's going to be fine," He said in barely a whisper. Then, without warning, he marched up the walkway, up the porch and knocked on the door with a dangerous amount of determination. Hiccup trailed behind him.

The door opened slowly, and then it was suddenly thrown all the way open. Jack was gathered into North's arms in a tight hug, and Hiccup could feel Jack's tension flowing off him in waves. A couple seconds later, Jack absolutely melted, and Hiccup heard the faint sigh that he let out as he hugged his uncle back.

"Jack, so glad you're back," North said in his thick Russian accent. His blue eyes were shining with unshed tears. Hiccup smiled warmly at the two.

"I'm glad to be back, North," Jack said.

"You look different." North stated, holding him by the shoulders arm's length away. "Good different." Jack smiled. "And Hiccup!" North shouted, rounding on Hiccup and pulling him into a bear hug. "Good to see you again!"

"Good to see you too, sir," Hiccup coughed.

North ushered the both of them into the house. Soon, the three were cooking dinner, ruining dinner, and finally just climbing into a car and getting take-out, laughing about it the whole time. When they got home, they watched as many movies as they could, played some card games, and talked about just about everything. There was a carefree atmosphere in the house, and it gave all of them a delighted buzz.

Near one in the morning, Hiccup and Jack announced that they had to get going. With slight disappointment, North sad his good-byes, and the two left. North knew they couldn't stay forever, but he made them swear that they would come see him some time soon. And they had agreed, and to North, that was all that mattered.

He didn't know why they were being so secretive though. North had always like vampires when he was younger.

* * *
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End file.
